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CHAPTER I. 

THE BRADYS ARRIVE AT HYGEIA HALL. 

A train stopped at Wanakee, Indiana, to let off two 
men. * 

One was a spruce young fellow in his early twenties, 
the other an elderly man, whose peculiar appearance at- 
tracted the attention of the few persons who chanced to 
he hanging around the station that July night. 

He was a tall, spare man, with marked features. 
He wore a long blue coat, with a double row of flat 

brass buttons down the front. 
Especially marked was his big white hat with its enor¬ 

mously broad brim. 
As the pair walked across the open square toward the 

livery stable somebody said “Old King Brady.” 
And all hands, as they looked the old gentleman over, 

agreed that “somebody” was right. 
It was by no means strange that this identification 

should have been so prompt. 
Old and Young King Brady have earned for them- 

G CD 

selves a national, not to say world-wide reputation, as 

the keenest detectives in the field. 
“There seems to be nobody here to meet us, Harry,” 

Old King Brady had remarked, after looking about him 
at the station. “We will get over to the livery stable and 

hire a team.” 
The man at the livery stable looked his visitors over 

rather suspiciously when the request was made. 
“Want someone to drive you out to Dr. Dalton’s?” he 

asked. 
“Yes,” said Old King Brady. “We propose to remain at 

tlie sanitarium a few days. It may not be convenient for 

the doctor to return the team.” 
“Huh!” growled the stable-keeper. “I don’t let my 

teams to strangers. I wouldn’t let you drive, any- 

way. 
“Just so,” replied Old King Brady. “Since I have not 

asked it I fail to see where the kick is coming. What will 

be your charge?” 
“Ten dollars.” 
“Why, rnv good sir, I don't want to buy a rig. Can’t 

you -hade that a bit?” 
“ I cannot. If you don’t want to pay my price you know 

v, hat you can do.” 
“ Ye., but we don’t care to do it, so get your team ready. 

Jt . wood he dark.” 

“It will be darker before you get out there. It’s a good 
twelve miles.” 

“Here’s your ten.” 
The stable-keeper pocketed the money, and turned 

away. 

“What in the world ails that fellow?” said Harr}7, as 
Old King BTady usually calls his partner and pupil. 

Old King Brady stepped to the curb before replying. 
“Why, can’t you see through a. brick when there is a 

great big hole in it?” he said. 

“You think-” 

“We are known, Harry, that is all.” 
“That of course. You will dress to your part. Why 

wouldn’t we be known?” 

“That’s all right. Straws show which wav the wind 
blows. Doubtless this fellow has extensive dealings with 
Dr. Dalton. We are not wanted at the madhouse, I dare¬ 

say.” 

“Perhaps he takes me for a patient, and you for a doc¬ 

tor.” 

“You can speculate about it as you please. The fact re¬ 
mains that the man has made us pay double price for the 

team.” 

In a few moments an old surrey, drawn by a couple of 
boneyard horses, came out of the stable. 

The Bradys climbed in and were driven away. 

Their way lay along the lakeshore. 
“What a dreary country this is,” remarked Young King 

Brady. 

It was so, indeed. 
Great sandhills rose all around them. 
After leaving the railroad, which at this point makes a 

detour to avoid a bend in the lake, the Bradys might have 

fancied themselves on a desert. 

They were actually running out upon a sandy point 

which projects into Lake Michigan. 

This point is about twelve miles in length, and at its 
end was the destination of the Bradys, “Hygeia Hall,” the 
famous, or, rather, infamous sanitarium of Dr. J. J. Dal¬ 

ton. 

But at this time the true character of the institution had 
not become generally known. 

The driver, who sat alone on the front seat, was a man 
of forty odd years, with a thin, hatchet face, and grisly 

beard. 

Not a word had he uttered since they started, and now 
Old King Brady attempted to draw him out. 
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"How far do you call it to Dr. Dalton’s, my friend?” 

asked Old King Brady, leaning forward. 

No answer. 

The man did not even turn his head. 

“Can you tell me how far it is to Dr. Dalton's?” re¬ 

peated Old King Brady, in a louder key. 

Still no answer. 

“I believe he is stone deaf, Harry?” whispered the old 

detective. 

“I'll try him,” replied Harry. 

He laid his hand on the driver’s shoulder, and the man 

immediately looked around. 

“How far to Dr. Dalton’s?” demanded Harry. 

The man shook his head, touched his ears and lips, and 

then shook his head again. 

“A dummy,” said Harry. “Shall I try to draw him 

out?” 

“Do so,” replied the old detective. 

Young King Brady is a master of the deaf and dumb 

language. 

He now climbed over into the front seat and tackled his 

man. 

Old King Brady watched the rapid movement of their 

fingers in a puzzled way. 

This was one of the things he had never been able to 

master. 

Thus Young King Brady proves a great help to his 

chief. 

Harry can speak Spanish, German, Italian, and some 

French. 

He is one of the sort who seem able to learn anvthing 

they put their mind to. 

Old King Brady knows the detective business from 

start to finish, but when vou have said that vou have said 

all. 

And so the old detective watched this finger talk help¬ 

lessly enough. 
v cj 

Had he been wiser he would have been able to follow the 

conversation thus: ) 

Harry began with the very same question as to dis¬ 

tance. 

“Twelve miles,” replied the dummy. 

And he added: “It is away out on the point by the 

old hotel.” 

“Wany patients stopping there?” pursued Harry. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Is it a pleasant place?” 

“No.” 

Then the fingers flashed back: 

“Is the old man crazy?” 

“No.” 

“Is he Old King Brady?” 

“Confound the Governor’s trade-mark clothes,” thought 

Harry, but he answered: “Yes, he is.” 

“I wouldn't go there if I was you.” 

“What?” 

The dummy repeated. 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Because.” 

“That is no answer.” 

“You won’t give me away?” 

“Never.” 

“Then it is because they are a bad lot there.” 

“How a bad lot? What do they do?” 

“I can’t tell you. I only know what I learn.” 

“Why did you ask if the gentleman was Old King 

Brady?” 

“Because I have seen his picture.” 

“You did not hear that we were coming?” 

“Oh, no. Nobody ever tells me anything. I’m a dum¬ 

my, you know. Everybody thinks that a dummy is the 

same as a fool.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“You are different. You can talk my language.” 

“Do you know Dr. Dalton?” 

“I often see him. He cannot speak to me.” 

“Does your boss know him?” 

“Yes.” 

“They are friends?” 

“Yes, good friends. Don’t ask me any more. I shall 

lose my job.” 

But Harry did ask more. 

The result was what he might have expected. 

The dummy simply refused to talk. 

The conversation having reached this unsatisfactory 

stage, Young King Brady climbed back into the other 

seat, and repeated what he had learned. 

“I am not surprised,” said the old detective. “We are 

going on a dangerous mission, no doubt. We shall cer- 

tainlv be unwelcome guests.” 

“I expected that.” 

“Suppose the doctor refuses to put us up for the 

night ?” 

“I’m thinking of that.” 

“Why not pretend to start back in the carriage, leave it, 

and take up our headquarters in the old hotel?” 

“I think that will be the best way.” 

They rode on and night settled down upon the dreary 

scene. 

At last, after it began to seem as if they were never 

going to reach their destination, they caught sight of the 

lake once more. 

The moon had just risen, and shone down over the 

sand hills, and beyond its light could be seen glistening 
on the water. 

A turn in the road taking them around a sand hill some 

fifty feet high, they came in sight of a long, low building 
standing on the edge of the bluff. 

“There you are, Governor!” exclaimed Harry. 

“Evidently Hygeia Hall,” replied Old King Brady, 
after a hasty glance at it. 

“I see no other building. Where can the hotel 
be?” 

“I thought you understood about that?” 
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“Aren't, there two buildings?” 

“No, only one. It was erected by a company for a sum¬ 

mer hotel. It ran three seasons, making a big loss each 

tune. Then a big storm came and racked it all to pieces. 

So it lay for five years, when Dr. Dalton leased part of the 

property, and fitted up one wing for his sanitarium.” , 

“Oh, I see. There is where I was mixed. I thought the 

sanitarium was a separate building.” 

“No. I thought I told you; but probably I omitted to 

do so. It is of no consequence, however. We shall soon 

be there, and everything will be made plain.” 

They came in a few minutes to a division of the 

road. 

One branch led around to the right of the hotel, and the 

other to the left. 

The dummy took the left hand road, and rounded up in 

front of the wing of the long building at that end. 

This was brilliantly lighted. 

The grounds in front of the edge of the low bluff which 

stood about ten feet up from the lake shore were taste¬ 

fully laid out in lawn and shrubbery. 

A fence cut off the land fronting the remainder of the, 

long structure. 

This part of the big building looked desolate enough in 

the moonlight. 

The windows were for the most part broken, a big sec¬ 

tion of the roof had fallen in, and the right wing bulged ’ 

outward, and seemed ready to fall. 

Above the gate at which the carriage stopped was a 

gilded sign bearing the name “Hygeia Hall.” 

“Here we are,” said Old King Brady, getting out. 

“Tell the dummy to wait, Harry. We may need to use 

him as you say.” 

Harry did the finger act, at the same time giving the 

man a $2 tip. 
Then he returned, and pushing an electric button in the 

gate-post, awaited results. 

Somewhere in the distance a gong sounded. 

A moment later a man armed with a heavy cane, and 

wmaring a uniform, appeared on the walk from some mys¬ 

terious concealment. 

He glanced at the carriage, which could be seen between 

the high palings, and hurried toward the gate. 

“What will you bet we don’t get in?” said YMung 

King Brady. 

“Patience,” replied the old detective. “We shall soon 

know.” 

CHAPTER II. v 

THE BRADYS TURNED OUT. 

In undertaking this particular case the Bradys had not 

ar-ted together as they usually do. 

Old King Brady in New York had received a call from 

a rich banker in Chicago, who owned the property on this 

desolate point. 

Harry at the time was in St. Louis, and had joined his 

partner at Chicago in response to a telegram. 

The nature of the work the Bradys had undertaken to 

do will develop as the story proceeds. 

The man came up to the gate and through the palings 

demanded the Bradys’ business. 

“We wish to see Dr. Dalton,” replied the old detec¬ 

tive. 

“He will not see you. It is after hours. No visitors arc 

admitted.” 

“We are not visitors. We have business with the doc¬ 

tor.” 

“It makes no difference. My orders are to admit no 

one.” 

“I can’t help what your orders are. I have a letter to 

Dr. Dalton from Mr. Cammeyer, the owner of this prop¬ 

erty. Here isJ it. YTou will deliver it to the doctor at 

once.” 

The man took the letter, which was shoved through the 

palings, doubtfully. 

“It will be as much as my job is worth,” he growl¬ 

ed. 

Old King Brady made no answer, and the mar. went efi 

with the letter. 

“Rebuff No. 1,” said Harry. “I’ll bet we get fired 

out.” 

“It won’t help the doctor’s case a bit if we do, but 1 

don’t expect it. The man is under suspicion, and he knows 

it. He will at least see us.” 

“I doubt it.” 

“Stop your croaking. This fellow has paid no' rent for 

a year. He has violated his contract with Cammeyer in 

every particular. Then there is another matter. He will 

have to come off his perch or be dispossessed. He knows 

that well enough.” 

“I think you said that he claims to be doing no busi¬ 

ness on account of this ‘Green Lady.’ ” 

“Such is his claim. Cammeyer doubts it, however. He 

was not allowed to go through the asylum on the occasion 

of his last visit. He had to take the doctor’s word for 

everything.” 

“How much money has the doctor spent here?” 

“ Oh, not so much. This end of the building was scarce¬ 

ly damaged at all by the big storm which wrecked the 

rest of it. Cammeyer asserts that a couple of thousand 

will certainly cover his outlay. But here comes our man 

again. Now’ we shall see.” 

The man, without speaking, unlocked the gate and ad¬ 

mitted the Bradys. 

“Yrou will follow me,” he then said. 

Having locked the gate, he led the detectives up to the 

house. 

They ascended to a broad piazza. 

A stout wrnman with curly hair stood in the open door¬ 

way, ready to receive them. 

“YTou will step this way, gentlemen,” she said. 
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The Bradys entered a spacious hall, the floor of which 

was hare and waxed. 

Throwing open a door, the woman ushered them into 

a scantily furnished reception room, informing them that 

the doctor would join them in a moment. 

“So you see, Harry, you were dead wrong!” whispered 

the old detective. “We are going to see the doctor, after 

•all.” 

Their wait was a short one. 

In a few moments a heavy step was heard in the hall, 

and the door opening, a short, stout, red-faced man en¬ 

tered the room. 

He was flashily dressed, wearing a Tuxedo coat, white 

spats, a flaming red tie with a huge diamond stud, while 

another diamond of even greater value glittered in a 

ring. 

“Well, gentlemen!” he exclaimed, adjusting a pair of 

eye-glasses, “what is your pleasure? You insist upon 

seeing me. Here I am. Has Cammeyer sent you to collect 

the rent ?” 

“Dr. Dalton, I believe,” said Old King Brady. 

“Yes; I’m Dr. Dalton! Who the deuce else should I 

be? You are Old King What’s-his-name, the detective, I 

presume?” 

This last speech was intended for a crusher. 

It did not crush. 

Old King Brady had been fully prepared for Dr. Dal¬ 

ton’s insolence by Mr. Cammeyer. 

“Yes; I am Old King Brady,” he quietly replied. “This 

gentleman is my partner. Mr. Cammeyer’s letter stated 

our business. We have been engaged by him to investi¬ 

gate this Green Lady mystery, and here we are.” 

“And may I ask how you expect to conduct your investi¬ 

gations?” 

“In whatever way seems best, doctor. You decline to 

pay rent on the ground that this building is haunted. We 

are here to find and capture the ghost.” 

“That’s all very well. I have told Cammeyer that the 

only thing for him to do is to pull down the wreck, and 

the ghost will go with it. He agreed to do that if I would 

repair this wing. He has not done it. I shall spend no 

more money until he does.” 

“But the Green Lady.” 

“The Green Lady will go with the building. I can't run 

a sanitarium with a ghost in it frightening my nervous pa¬ 

tients out of their wits.” 

“If your patients are insane people I should not imagine 

they would object to a ghost or two.” 

Old King Brady slightly smiled as he said it. 

He could hardly help it. The doctor’s claim seemed 

so far-fetched. 

“My patients would not necessarily be all insane if it 

was not for the ghost,” retorted the doctor. “As it is, I 

can keep none but those who are insane here.” 

“Will you kindly explain about the Green Lady, so that 

we may understand?” 

“There is little to explain. The figure of a woman 

dressed in green appears at times in the corridors, and 

even enters the rooms. She is perpetually weeping, and 

wringing her hands. When spoken to she demands her 

boy.” 

“Does this figure enter rooms’where the doors are lock¬ 

ed?” 

“Certainly. Ghosts care nothing for locked doors, as 

everybody knows. She appears and disappears. She ha a 

scared away patient after* patient. I have been obliged 

to confine what little business I have to those actually 

insane. Several rich and good-paying patients afflicted 

with nervous breakdown have been driven out on account 

of this mysterious business. They have spread reports 

about my place, and I have been unable to get any more 

of that sort of business, which is what I need to make the 

place go.” 

“But why do you think the destruction of the big house 

would lay the ghost?” 

“Because she always comes from that direction. Strange 

lights are seen at night in the ruins. The green lady is 

also seen pacing the piazza, and peering out of the win¬ 

dows. The thing has got on the nerves of my patients, and 

no wonder. That’s the story, gentlemen. You can do 

nothing. What we want is a wrecking crew to pull down 

the old roost, and give me a chance to fix up my 

place.” 

“Mr. Cammeyer claims that he made you no such prom¬ 

ise, doctor.” 

“He made me a verbal promise to that effect, and he 

knows it. He must live up to his agreement or he gets no 

rent.” 

“And in the meantime he has sent us to lay the ghost. 

If you can accommodate us here a few days, we-” 

“I can’t do it!” cried the doctor angrily. “You can’t 

stay here even for to-night. I will admit no strangers into 

my place to oblige Cammeyer or anyone else.” 

“But-” 

“There are no buts to be considered. I shall not stand 

for this. Cammeyer can’t dispossess me. I hold his writ¬ 

ten agreement that I shall have three years leeway, and 

that I am not to be called upon to pay rent unless I myself 

can make this place pay.” 

“And we are here to help you out in your trouble. 

There is to be no expense put upon you. Even our 

board while we remain will be paid.” 

“You can’t stay here. I won't take you as boarders!" 

bellowed Dr. Dalton. “Do you suppose I want a couple of 

detectives prowling around my place and meddling with 

my affairs? Cammeyer must be a fool to think that I 
would stand for such a thing.” 

assistance, doctor.” 

“I do. I have told you $o three or four times.” 

But we ha\ e had a long ride over from Wanakee. 

^uieh jou \\ ill allow us to remain here for this one 
night.” 

“T won't do anything of the sort. You can't stay here. 
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so the sooner you take yourselves off the better. Gentle¬ 

men, you have heard my ultimatum. Now go!” 

“Very well, Dr. Dalton,” said Old King Brady. “We 

will report our pleasant reception to Air. Cammey- 

er.” 
* 

“Report and be blowed!” thundered the doctor, throw¬ 

ing open the door. “Go!” 

“ It was a case of must. 

The Bradys did not stand upon the order of their going. 

They simply went. 

The man with the cane was ready to open the gate for 
them. 

He looked as if he would like to say something, but he 

did not speak. 

The dummy was ready with his carriage, and the Bradys 

entering were driven awav. 

“Well, Governor, so it turned out about as we thought 

it would,” remarked Harry. “What are we going to do 

now?” 

“What you said,” replied the old detective, quietly. 

“Roost in the ruin?” 

“Exactly.” 

“But my suggestion carries with it one very grave objec¬ 

tion which never once occurred to me.” 

“Which is what?” 

“Which is grub, or rather the want of grub.” 

“There is no such want, Harry.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You remember my big grip? You asked me what I r 

had in it, and I declined to answer, on the ground that it 

would be good mental exercise for you to curb your curi¬ 

osity.” 

“Do you mean to say-” 

“Yes.” 

“That the grip spells grub?” 

“It contains nothing else.” 

“Well, well! You think of everything.” 

“This was fully anticipated. Mr. Cammeyer told me 

exactly what sort of a man the doctor was. We camp 

out in the ruin. Such was my intention from the very 

first.” 

. “Well, you might have told a fellow about it,” said 

Harry. 

But he did not refer to the subject again, for he knew 

that this semisecrecy was Old King Brady’s way. 

Behind the wing occupied by Dr. Dalton a stretch of 

ground to the extent of about an acre had been enclosed 

within a high fence. 

This fence came right up against the building, and be¬ 

yond it there was just a stretch of sand extending to the 

ruined hotel. 

The Bradys stopped the dummy after they had rounded 

the big sand-hill where their doings could not possibly be 

seen from the private mad-house. 

Harry, following his chief’s instructions, gave the dum- 

rnv another two-dollar bill, and exacted a promise from 

him that he would not tell the stable-keeper of their 

doings, but simply say, if asked, that he'had left them at 

Dr. Dalton’s place. 

And until the surrey was out of sight the Bradys stood 

there in the moonlight watching it. 

“Now, then,” cried Harry, when it finally disappeared, 

“do we tackle the ghost?” 

“Now for the Green Lady,” replied the old detective, 

picking up the grip. 

But Harry took it from him, and they started over the 

sand for the ruined hotel. , 
! W. « \ 

CHAPTER III. 
*Vj 

YOUNG KING BRADY SEES THE GREEN LADY. 

The Bradys entered the ruined hotel through a base¬ 

ment door. 

Producing his little electric dark-lantern, Old King 

Brady did the pioneer act until they found a room on the 

second floor which seemed to suit their purpose. 

It had a door with a good lock on it, and the key was in 

the lock. 

It also had a window which was not broken. 

As the hotel had been stripped of its furnishing after 

the failure, the room offered no other sleeping accommo¬ 

dations than the soft side of a plank. 

But there were blankets strapped to the grip, and as 

the detectives are well used to roughing it, this did not 

disturb them at all. 

The grip itself proved to contain provisions which would 

serve the detectives for at least two days. 

There was also a supply of matches, a good dark-lantern 

of the ordinary pattern, and other things likely to prove 

useful in such a case as they had undertaken. 

“We will have a bite to eat, Harry, and then make a 

tour of the building,” said Old King Brady. “Perhaps 

we shall run into the Green Lady. Who know*s?” 

“The objection is that our light may be seen,” replied 

Harry. 

“It is no objection. If such is the case, we simply hide, 

and the ghost is held accountable.” 

“What absolute rubbish for a man like Dr. Dalton to 

talk!” 

“Ghosts?” 

“Sure.” 

“Doubtless he has his reason. Mr. Cammeyer told me 

the story of the Green Lady, however. She antedates Dr. 

Dalton’s coming here.” 

“Oh, indeed! I didn’t understand that.” 

“Yes; it seems that the story originated through the 

drowning of a little boy in the lake. His mother went 

crazy over the affair, and committed suicide in the hotel 

before they could remove her. It was the time green 

dresses were all the go, and she was so dressed.” 

“And afterwards she haunted the room?” 
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‘‘So it is said. You heard what Dr. Dalton had to say 

about her flitting about wringing her hands and call¬ 

ing for her child?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Well, he only repeated the old story, which had become 

common talk among the guests in the hotel before it finally 

closed up.” 

“I see. That puts rather a different face on it, for those 

who believe in ghosts, at least.” 

“Yes; he has made the most of the legend. Cammeyer 

himself has no belief in it.” 

“But you have?” 

This was a hit at Old King Brady, who is just a bit 

superstitious. 

“We shall see. I have no doubt that we shall be treated 

to a sight of the Green Lady,” was the reply. “But who 

or what she turns out to be is another thing.” 

The Bradys had their bite, and then started through 

the hotel. 

They wandered through many corridors, and came at 

last to a stout board partition which cut off the ruin from 

Hygeia Hall. 

This partition they found on each floor, even in, the cel¬ 

lar. 

There seemed to be absolutely no communication with 

the madhouse. 

Into the east wing they did not venture. 

On the upper floor the fallen roof choked up every¬ 

thing. 

Below they could have gone in easily enough, but the 

structure looked so shaky that they decided to wait for 

daylight before making the attempt. 

They now walked out on what had once been the hotel 

lawn. 

This was cut off from Dr. Dalton’s ground by a close 

board fence, about twenty feet high. 

“We shall be seen from the window,” said Harry. 

“I daresay,” replied Old King Brady. “Let them see 

us. Sooner or later the doctor is bound to find that we are 

hanging around here. He doesn’t lease this end of the 

building, so he has nothing to say.” 

But in spite of these remarks, Old King Brady kept a 

good watch on the windows of Hygeia Hall. 

He saw no one, however. 

Several of the windows were lighted up. 

This seemed to indicate that there must be quite a 

number of people living in the place. 

The lawn was no longer a lawn. 

Some big storm had strewn it over with sand and 

gravel. 

It extended down to the level of the lake. The low bluff 

in front of Hygeia Hall had here been cut away. 

But even at the beach there was no communication with 

Dr. Dalton’s premises, for the fence extended nearly thirty 

feet out into the lake. 

“What a frightfully lonely place,” remarked Harry, as 

the Bradys stood together looking off on the lake. 

“It certainly is,” replied the old detective. 

“Just the worst ever for nervous people.” 

“Indeed, yes. If the doctor’s patients are not mad when 

they are brought here I should think they would speedily 

become so.” 

Just then a very bright light shot up in the far dis¬ 

tance. 

“What on earth is that?” cried Harry, pointing. 

“Fire!” said Old King Brady. 

“It’s a long way off.” 

“That must be South Chicago, Harry. It might even 

be at the Stock Yards.” 

“It’s burning to beat the band.” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t concern us. Kow, there is some¬ 

thing I want to talk to you about.” 

“Well?” 

“Mr. Cammever had another reason beside the rent 
J 

question and the Green Lady for sending for us,” 

“Ah, I thought so. You have hinted at that be¬ 

fore.” 

“And'now I am going to explain.” 

“You have developed a beautiful way of keeping mat¬ 

ters to yourself of late, Governor.” 

“Kever mind about that now. I explain when I get 

good and ready.” 

“All right. Go on.” 

“You must know, then, that recently Mr. Cammeyer 

received a letter from his Toronto correspondent, a Mr. 

Isaac Goodkind. This man has a sister, a Mrs. Bauer, 

’who for some three vears has been insane. This woman, 

and through her a six-year-old boy, is to come into a large 

estate in Germany now in the hands of her grandfather, 

a man nearly a hundred years old, also named Good- 

kind.” 

“Well, and what has she been doing?” demanded Harry, 

as the old detective paused. 

“She has been disappearing, and the boy with her,” re¬ 

plied Old King Brady. “They mysteriously vanished 

about six months ago, and are supposed to be dead. The 

theory is that the mad woman drowned herself and her 

son in Lake Ontario.” 

“And who gets the Goodkind estate when the old man 

in Germany croaks in that case?” 

“It goes to Bauer, who is first cousin to his wife. Good- 

kind, it seems, offended his grandfather, and is not rec¬ 

ognized by him. The little boy, whose name is Simon 

Meyer, is Mrs. Bauer’s child by a former marriage. Old 

Goodkind’s will divides the property between mother and 

son, with Bauer as residuary legatee in case of their 
death.” 

So as. matters stand Bauer comes in for the whole 
business.” 

He does. lie has already announced the death of his 

" ife stepson, and is now in Germany in attendance 

upon the old man, who is expected to die any time. Good- 

kind. however, refuses to believe in his sister's death. His 
tinoi\ is that Bauer has her locked up in seme private 
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msuhouse. Recently he learned in a roundabout way that 

ju^t previous to his departure Bauer sent a check for a 

thousand dollars to this Dr. Dalton, which fact still fur- 

^ tlier aroused his suspicions.” 

“Ah, ha! Now we are getting down to business. What 
next?” 

“Ne£t Goodkind sends a private detective to interview 

Dr. Dalton. The man was well received and shown 

through the establishment. Dr. Dalton declared that he 

knew nothing of Mrs. Bauer, and that the check was in 

payment for some stocks which he had sold to Bauer. He 

proved this by referring to the secretary of the mining 

company which issued the stock.” 

‘‘That ought to be conclusive.” 

“And so it would be were it not for the fact that Good- 

kind has positively ascertained that the stock is worthless. 

He now believe that the transaction was a mere blind, and 
* 

that Dr. Dalton either has Mrs. Bauer and the boy in his 

charge, or has placed her elsewhere.” 

“And he engaged Camme}-er to look into the mat¬ 

ter?” 

, “Exactly. This he did upon finding out that Cam- 

meyer owned this property. Mr. C. at once suggested that 

we be engaged, and Goodkind readily assenting, here we 

are.” 

“'Well, this puts a new face on the affair.” 

“Exactly. You see now that this is no mere matter of «/ 
ghost-laying and rent collecting. If we succeed in solving 

the Bauer mystery we shall come in for a big reward, for 

in case of Mrs. Bauer’s death or incapacity, the Meyer 

boy gets the whole fortune, and Goodkind as his guardian 
« 

will have the use of the money until he comes of age.” 

“What business are these people in?” 

“Goodkind is a banker, and Bauer a general commission 

merchant. They are all rich people.” 

“The fire seems to be dying down, Governor.” 

“Yes- Well, we have seen all we want to out here. Let 

us return to the hotel. I’ll take a sleep, and you can call 

me at midnight. Between us we will watch these prem¬ 

ises till morning, so that if the Green Lady puts in an 

appearance we may pay our respects to her.” 

The Bradys then returned to the room. 

“Is it necessary for me to stay here all the time?” asked 

Harry. 

“Not at all,” replied Old King Brady. “I can lock the 

door. You can then wander about at your own sweet 

will.” 
“I’ll remain here for the present, at all events,” said 

Harry, “But it is going to be slow work sitting here in the 

dark, and none too easy to keep awake.” 

“I see no objection to keeping the larger dark lantern 

lighted.” 
“That’s a blessing, anyway. Well, get your sleep, Gov¬ 

ernor. I’ll do the best I can.” 
So Old King Brady rolled himself up in the blankets, 

and with the now emptied grip for a piflow, stretched 

him-Gf upon the floor. 

The old detective has trained himself to go to sleep on 

the moment, and to awake just as easily. 

He was therefore soon snoring, and until ten o’clock 

Harry maintained his lonely watch. 

Feeling sleepy then, he went out, and locking the door 

behind him wandered through the deserted corri¬ 

dors. 

This had been arranged for. 

Old King Brady, with a little tool which he always car¬ 

ries, could instantly shoot the bolt of the lock. 

Harry remained wandering about the house and grounds 

for an hour, and then returned to the room. 

Old King Brady roused up, and asked what time it was , 

and if anything had happened. 

Being informed on these points, he went to sleep again. 

For half an hour Harry remained in the room, and then 

went out to take another turn before arousing the old 

detective. 

He descended to the piazza, and then went down to the 

lake front. 

There was but one light visible in Dr. Dalton’s upper 

rooms. 

Harry stood for a little while smoking and staring up 

at the building. 

It was almost midnight, and if the green ghost was to 

appear at all now would be about her time, he thought. 

It was while thus watching that Harry suddenly per¬ 

ceived a light flitting from window to window in the upper 

storv of the long hotel. 

“By Jove, something doing at last!” he thought. “Can 

it be the Governor, though ?” 

Old King Brady’s room, however, was on the floor be¬ 

low. 

On the top floor, as Harry knew, the doors were all 

open, so if anyone was merely walking through the cor¬ 

ridor with a lantern the light would show. 

For a few moments Young King Brady continued to 

watch. 

The light flitted from window to window until it reach¬ 

ed the ruined wing, where it suddenly vanished. 

There was a stairway here. 

Harry waited, expecting to see the light reappear on the 

next floor. 

But it didn’t. 

The next he saw of it was at the end of the piazza in 

front of the ruined wing. 

Suddenly it flashed up and remained fixed. 

“I’ll know what that means if it takes a leg,” Young 

King Brady said to himself. 

The light now streamed along the piazza nearly its en¬ 

tire length. 

Drawing his revolver, Young King Brady started for¬ 

ward, but taking good care to keep well in the shadow of 

the fence. 

Then all at once he beheld the sight which rumor had 

attached to the ruined hotel. 
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Coming along the piazza in the line of the light, was a 

woman of medium height. 

She was bareheaded, and dressed entirely in green. 

As she advanced she could be seen wringing her 

hands. * 

It was rather startling to say the least. 

“The Green Lady!” gasped Young King Brady. 

At the same instant the light was snuffed out and the 

figure disappeared. 

CHAPTER IY. 

THE STRANGE DOINGS OF THE NIGHT. 

“Come!” thought Young King Brady, “ghost or no 

ghost, I’ll find you, my lady, if you are to be found.” 

He ran to the piazza at full speed. 

Producing his electric dark-lantern, he hurried along 

its entire length. 

Nothing came of it. 

"When he reached the place where the light had appear¬ 

ed, as nearly as he could locate it, he found only boarded- 

up windows. 

The piazza here had sunk, and was very unsafe to walk 

upon, aside from the fact that the bulging w^all of the 

ruined wing was liable to collapse at any moment. 

As every one of the lower windows of this end of the 

hotel was boarded up, it was hard to see how the person 

operating the light could have got out of the build- 

ing. 

Finding nothing satisfactory here, Young King Brady 

returned to the main entrance of the hotel, and pushed 

about on the lower floor. 

But there was nothing doing here either, so he went on 

up to the room. 

Again Old King Brady roused up as he entered. 

“Has my time come?” he asked. 

“It has. Governor.” 

“Good. What’s the word?” 

“I have just seen the Green Lady!” 

“Well, well! What was she like?” 

“Well, she was a woman dressed in green, all right, and 

she went along the piazza wringing her hands, just as we 

were told.” 

“When was this?” 

“Just about midnight, ten minutes or so ago.” 

“The ghost was right on time.” 

“Yes; but there was more to it.” 

Harry then told about the lights. 

“This must be looked into,” said Old King Brady. “But 

I’ll attend to it. You take your sleep.” 

“I can just as well make a night of it if you say so, 

Governor. I don't like the idea of leaving you to go it 
alone." 

“Nonsense! I’m good for a dozen ghosts. We may 

have two or three nights of this. You go to sleep.” 

THE GREEN LADY. 

And as Young King Brady never pretends to dispute 

with his chief, this command was obeyed. 

Old King Brady now started in on the watch. 

He adopted a different course from Harry. 

After making the rounds of the corridors on each floor, 

he stationed himself in the lobby close to the main 

door.” 

Here for an hour he stood motionless. 

Nothing which occurred on the piazza could escape 

him. 

It was while thus watching that Old King Brady per¬ 

ceived a small steamer out on the lake. 

The moon had now risen, and but for this fact the de¬ 

tective would never have seen the steamer, for she diplayed 

no lights. 

“That’s strange,” thought Old King Brady. “She seems 

to be heading inshore here.” 

The steamer advanced to within a hundred yards of the 

beach. 

Old King Brady could now see men moving about the 

deck. 

They were getting ready to drop anchor, and this they 

presently did. 

The anchor down, a man walked forward and seemed to 

be doing something at the bow. 

Suddenly a broad beam of light was flashed across the 

water upon the hotel. 

It was only for an instant, however. 

The light then vanished as suddenly a6 it had appear¬ 

ed. 

“Wheels within wheels,” muttered the old detective. 

“Caring for the insane isn’t the only business transacted at 

this madhouse, if I am any judge.” 

Then, all in an instant, a light was again flashed across 

the open space in front of the hotel. 

But it did not come from the steamer this time. 

Instead, it appeared to have been thrown from one of 

the upper windows of the hotel itself. 

Its duration was as brief as the other light had been. 

But it came a second time, following immediately upon 

the first. 

As soon as the second light was flashed Old King Brady 

saw the man at the steamer’s bow turn, run rapidly along 

the deck, and disappear. 

“This is getting interesting,” he muttered. 

The thought had scarcely been expressed when his at¬ 

tention was attracted by a moaning sound behind him. 

Old King Brady wheeled about. 

There, standing on the bend of the broad staircase, he 
saw the Green Lady. 

She was as Harry had seep, her, but with a differ¬ 
ence^ 

Now her head seemed to be illuminated. 

From her hair a strange phosphorescent light glow¬ 
ed. 

Her eyes »Ae fixed upon the detective, and she kept 
wringing her hands. 
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As Old King Brady started for the stairs lie heard her 

call in low, moaning tones: 

“My child! I want my child!”. 

Old King Brady crept on cautiously. 

Suddenly the strange figure gave an animal-like cry, 

and turning glided up the stairs. 

Old King Brady hurried after her. 

He did not draw his dark lantern. 

The light from the woman's head guided him. 

From behind it could not be seen, but it struck on in 

front of her. 

Gaining the corridor, she ran with incredible swiftness 

toward the partition which separated the ruin from Dr. 

Dalton's madhouse. 

“Ah! I thought so!" muttered Old King Brady. 

“Whatever that steamer mystery means, I shall have to 

let it rest for a bit. My business is with the Green Lady 

now.” 

He drew his dark lantern, and flashed the light ahead- 

The partition was to all appearance as solid as ever. 

But as the Green Lady neared it a section suddenly 

shot aside. 

Then in a twinkling the figure vanished. 

The partition did not close, however. 

Old King Brady halted when he reached it. 

“This may be a trap to catch me,” he thought. “I must 

go slow here.” 

He looked ahead. 

Beyond the partition was a narrow passage way with 

gaily papered walls. 

A door stood open at its end, and there a light burn¬ 

ed. 

Old King Brady saw that he was looking into Dr. Dal¬ 

ton’s madhouse, but he hesitated to enter. 

He stooped and examined the floor. 

There was a groove here for the partition to run 

in. 

The detective saw that it could be easily and noiselessly 

operated. 

For ten minutes and more he waited. 

Profound silence reigned. 

Then, suddenly at the door at the other end of the pas¬ 

sage the Green Lady appeared. 

“Come!” she called. “Come and save me! Save my 

child!” 

Xow, instead of using her hands, she beckoned to the 

old detective. 

It was too much to be resisted. 

For the instant Old King Brady forgot his caution. 

He started for the Green Lady, and a3 a result had the 

staisfaetion of setting himself down for a fool. 

Instantly the partition shot into place behind him. 

In front it was the same. 

The light and the Green Lady vanished. 

The door noiselessly closed, and the old detective found 

himself penned in the passage in the dark. 

Wh#» Old King B rady left Harry he locked him in, 

knowing that he could easily get out again if he chose to 

do so. 

Harry rolled himself up in the blankets, and tried to get 

asleep. 

But in this he was not so lucky as his chief. 

Sleep would not come at first, and when it did come and 

Harry dropped off for a few moments, it was only to 

awaken suddenly with a start. 

But at last Harry did drop off into dreamland, and re¬ 

main there for a time. 

How long this was he could scarcely have told, when he 

was suddenly aroused by a slight noise. 

He raised his head and listened. 

There was somebody fumbling at the door. 

“That’s never the Governor,” thought Young King 

Brady. “Something doing! I must keep on the alert.” 

He did not rise, however. 

The Bradys have certain rules which they always fol¬ 

low. 

What Harry did was to draw his revolver from his hip 

i pocket and place it under the grip where he could reach it 

on the instant. 

It was his policy to lead the intruder on. 

Still the noise continued. 

Harry understood the sounds. 

Someone was trying to open the door with a bit of 

wire. 

With the corner of one eye open, Young King Brady 

waited. 
f 

In a minute or two the door swung back, and a tall, slim 

young man peered into the room. 

In one hand he held a revolver, and in the other a dark 

lantern like Harry’s. 

It would seem to be the time for action now. 

But something impelled Harry to hold quiet, and he 

never moved. 

The man stared for a few minufes, and then stole into 

the room. 

As he came in he pocketed his revolver and lan¬ 

tern. ' ■ 
The moonlight came streaming into the room, and this 

he evidently considered sufficient for his purpose. 

Fumbling in his pocket, he drew out a little medicine 

case. 
% 

From this he took a bottle, and out of the bottle a big 

black pill. 

For a moment he stood over Young King Brady, listen¬ 

ing to his regular breathing. 

Harry understands perfectly how to feign sleep. 

He had not the least fear of detection. 

“He’s off sound enough all right,” he heard the fellow 

mutter, “but I’ll put him sounder.” 

He knelt down and dropped the pill into Harry’s mouth, 

which was partly open. 

Young King Brady caught it under his tongue. 

Immediately he pressed his tongue down upon it and 
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held it. there. The young man meanwhile heat a hasty re¬ 

treat. 

“Good job 1 was awake, or this might have been my fin¬ 

ish,” thought Harry, as he slipped the pill out of his 

mouth. 

He lay still, not daring to move. 

“Great Scott! If they are trying to poison me what 

have they done to the Governor?” he thought. 

Getting on his feet now, he looked out of the win¬ 

dow. 

There lay the little steamer, plainly visible in the moon¬ 

light. 

“What on earth is all that about?” Young King Brady 

asked himself. 

At the same instant he saw what the old detective had 

seen—a bright light shone apparently from one of the 

upper windows of the hotel, which was flashed over the 

water. v 

Still watching, he saw a man on the deck of the steamer 

suddenly spring up and run toward the door of a deck¬ 

house. 

Apparently he gave some signal, for in a few minutes 

four other men came out through the door. 

A hatch was then raised, and a small boat lowered along¬ 

side. 

Still watching, Harry saw a number of boxes lifted from 

the hold by a block and fall, and let down into the 

boat. 1 

Two of the men were already in the boat, and they stow¬ 

ed the stuff away. 

After the boat was full it was pulled to the beach. * 

Now two other men came down from the hotel with 

wheelbarrows. 

These received the boxes, and wheeled them in the di¬ 

rection of the ruined wing. 

“Smugglers!” thought Yhung King Brady. “Good 

place this to land brandy and cigars from Canada. Part of 

this mysterious business at least is explained. I wonder 

where the Governor is, and if he is taking in all this?” 

He concluded to go in search of Old King Brady, and he 

did so. 

For half an hour he wandered about the corridors trying 

to find him, but it was all no use. 

During this search Harry looked out of the windows 

many times. 

The boat made several trips to and from the steamer, 

each time returning loaded with all she could carry. 

The two men who received the stuff worked noiselessly 

and steadily. 

At last the job was finished, the boat was hauled up, 

the anchor raised, and the strange craft steamed away. 

Harry now returned to the room. 

He was not at all disturbed about Old King Brady. 

“1 don’t believe they got him,” he assured himself. 

“The Governor must have caught on when that steamer 

came in here. He is probably biding somewhere, and will 

turn up in good time.” 

He rolled himself up in the blanket again and wait¬ 

ed. 

After a while he heard stealthy footsteps coming along 

the corridor. 

But it was not Old King Brady. 

Harry knew his walk too well to be deceived. 

In a moment the door opened and the slim young man 

peered in again. 

Harry was snoring, of course. 

The young man gave one glance and cautiously clos¬ 

ing the door, hurried away. 

CHAPTER V. 

DR. DALTON INVITES THE BRADYS TO BREAKFAST. 

Old King Brady felt like kicking himself when he found 

how neatly he had been trapped. 

A moment’s examination revealed the hopelessness of 

his situation. 

The passage was nothing but an iron-lined cell. 

Everywhere Old King Brady struck the walls there 

was iron behind the paper. 

That there was no means of operating these movable 

partitions from within he felt well assured. 

But notwithstanding this, he brought his dark lantern 

into play, and made a careful search for secret springs. 

It was entirely unsuccessful. 

Old King Brady soon came to the conclusion that there 

was just one thing to do, and that was to possess his soul 

in patience. 

“Sooner or later I shall have a call from my friend. Dr. 

Dalton,” he said to himself. “He is the only one to pre¬ 

scribe in this case. I must wait.” 

But the wait extended over several hours. 

When the end came it was in a peculiar way. 

Tired of peering about in the darkness, and not wishing 

to exhaust the battery of his electric lantern, Old King 

Brady stood leaning against the wall, with his eyes closed, 

when a faint noise suddenly attracted his attention. 

He opened his eyes just in time to see the partition to¬ 

ward the hotel moving away. 

Daylight streamed in from the hotel corridor. 

“Now comes trouble,” thought the old detective, whip¬ 

ping out his revolver. 

He expected to see somebody appear in the breach. 

Nobody appeared. 

Old King Brady waited but for an instant. 

The door was open, and he walked out. 

Again he expected to find himself up against the eneniv. 
But no! 

there was no one visible, nor did the old detective see 

anyone until walking along the corridor he sudden’v W- 

held Harry coming up the stairs. 
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“'Great Scott, Governor! Where in the world have you 

been?” he exclaimed. 

“I've been locked in,” replied the old detective, dry¬ 

ly. 

‘‘Is that so?” 

“ Yes! I've made an ass of myself, Harry. Don't you 

ever give it away, but I allowed myself to be trapped in the 

most beautiful stvle.” 

“Anybody damaged you in any way?” 

“Damaged me? No, indeed! I haven't seen anybody 

but the Green Lady. She was the bait I snapped at.” 

“So? Then I can’t say that I particularly blame you, 

since it was to find her we came here.” 

“What became of that steamer?” 

“Oh, she's gone long ago. I’ve been hunting all over 

for you. I was just about ready to tackle the doctor on 

your account.” 

“We’ll tackle him later on his own account. But let us 

get down to business. Notes! You first!” 

This meant that Harry should tell his story of what had 

happened, and when this was done Old King Brady con¬ 

tributed his share. 

“It is very plain what keeps the doctor here,” remarked 

the old detective. “Well, it’s a splendid place for smug¬ 

gling.” 

“Do you think that pill would have poisoned me, Gov¬ 

ernor?” 

“No, I don't. If the doctor had intended to put us out. 

of the way he had every chance to operate on me. Let’s 

see your pill.” 

Harry produced it. 

Old King Brady cut it in two and smelled of it. 

“Just an .ordinary opium pill,” he declared. “If you 

had taken it you would probably still be asleep, but I don’t 

believe there is enough of the drug in it to hurt 

you.” 

“What shall we do?” 

“Well, one thing we won't do, and that is try to con¬ 

ceal our presence here any longer. Let’s go to the room, 

and get breakfast; while we eat we will think.” 

Various plans were discussed during the detectives’ cold 

meal. 

“Of course, we could jump to Chicago and have a IT. S. 

marshal here with a posse to arrest this man in short or¬ 

der,” remarked the old detective, “but I doubt if that is 

the best wav.” 
V 

“It might ruin our chances of finding the Bauer woman 

and her child.” 

“That is it; I think we had better hang around here, 

show ourelves, and wait for the doctor to make the next 

move.” 

“That is just the way it seems to me.” 

“Then that is agreed upon. We shall hear from him— 

don't von fret. Of course he knows that I saw the steam- 
* 

er.” 
“It’s a wonder he didn’t try to do us up, Gover¬ 

nor.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. There are lots of criminals who will 

go into all sorts of crime but will shy at murder. The 

doctor may be one of these.” 

“I know it is your theory that a big bluffer is usually 

a timid man.” 

“Yes, it is so in nine cases out of ten. Let’s get down 

into the open and put ourselves into evidence. I am curi¬ 

ous to see what they will do.” 

So for the next hour the Bradys strolled about in front 

of the hotel. 

But it was early yet, and there was nothing doing. 

It was impossible to see over the fence unless from the 

upper windows of the ruin. 

After a while the Bradys adjourned to one of these to 

have a look into the yard of the madhouse. 

Previous to this, although we neglected to mention it, 

Harry had been taken to the end of the corridor to see 

the movable partition. 

They found it closed when they reached it, however, 

and Old King Brady was as unable to budge it on tjie out¬ 

side as when he had been a prisoner within. 

Stationing themselves in one of the upper windows, the 

Bradys waited and watched. 

It was now about six o’clock. 

Not until nearly seven was any sign of life visible about 

the madhouse. 

Then the curly-headed woman came out and swept the 

piazza. 

A little later the man who had received them the nmht 
O 

before appeared, and walking to the gate passed out. 

“I guess we had better get down,” said Old King Brady. 

“He may be coming around here.” 

Just as they were about to turn away Dr. Dalton ap¬ 

peared on the piazza. 

He drew a whistle from bis pocket, and blew a shrill 

blast. 

In a moment the man was seen returning. 

He unlocked the gate and entered the grounds. 

The doctor walked down the path to meet him, andv the 

Bradys saw him place a letter in the man’s hands. 

Then the doctor returned to the house, while the man, 

passing out of the gate and locking it behind him, disap¬ 

peared. 

“We will go down,” said the old detective. “I have a 

strong suspicion that he is coming around here to inter¬ 

view us.” 

They descended to the piazza and waited. 

After a little while the man was seen coming around the 

corner of the ruined wing. 

“Well, my friend, and what brings you here so early?” 

demanded Old King Brady, as the fellow approach¬ 

ed. 

“Good-morning, sir,” replied the man, lifting his hat. 

“I have a letter from the doctor, sir. He axed me to 

bring it around and give it to you.” 

“Indeed! And how did the doctor know we were stay¬ 

ing at this hotel?” asked the old detective, with a smile. 



18 THE BRADYS AND THE GREEN LADY. 

“He saw you out of one of the windows, sir.” 

“Ah, yes! Exactly. Well, let’s have the letter. Is— 

there any answer?” 

“Well, sir, I suppose there is. The doctor told me to 

tell him what you said, so.” 

Old King Brady opened the letter and read aloud as fol¬ 

lows : 

“Dr. Dalton presents his compliments to Old King 

Brady, and desires that inasmuch as he has chosen to locate 

on the premises that he join him at breakfast, which in¬ 

vitation is extended to Mr. Brady’s partner as well. It is 

not Dr. Dalton’s wish that any friend of Mr. Cammeyer 

should go hungry. Breakfast is served at eight, at which 

hour or before Dr. Dalton will be pleased to welcome the 

Bradys to Hygeia Hall.” 

“You can say to the doctor that we will accept his invi¬ 

tation,” he said at length. 

“All right, sir,” replied the man, preparing to leave. 

“Stay,” said Old King Brady, “is there no way of get¬ 

ting through the fence?” 

“No, there isn’t, sir. You will have to go around, unless 

I pass you over a ladder. There is no gate, so.” 

“Is there no door in the partition which cuts off the 

hotel from the doctor’s wing?” 

“No, there isn’t, sir. There is no way at all.” 

“All right; never mind the ladder. We will come 

around.” 

The man then withdrew. 

It was impossible to tell by studying his face what was 

passing in the fellow’s mind. 

“I suppose you think I am going it rather strong, Har¬ 

ry,” the old detective remarked as soon as they found 

themselves alone. 

“Well, I think it is a big risk considering what we have 

seen.” 

“So do I. And I say right here, if you are not pre¬ 

pared to take the risk I will not go, in spite of what I told 

that man.” 

“Oh, I don’t say that, Governor. YYur judgment goes 

every time -with me, and you know it very well.” 

“Exactly; but this is a peculiar case. I consider the 

risk in accepting this invitation very great, Harry. In 

such a case you must have your say.” 

“I say what you say.” g 

“Very well; then we will go, and I’ll tell you why. You 

know we don’t like long cases.” 

“Yes.” 

“This might run on indefinitely if we remain as we are. 

The doctor does not dare to interfere with us here. He 

doesn’t know7 who w7e have told that wre wTere coming here. 

He wants to get in touch with us, and if w7e want to bring 

matters to a focus, as we do, I see no quicker way of ac¬ 

complishing it than for us to assume this risk.” 

“I’m ready.” 

“Some trick will be surely tried on us.” 

“I think so.” 

“But that may prove the very thing we need to bring 

matters to a head.” 

“Consider it settled, Governor. We go.” 

“Let us see if w7e can find where they stowed away 

those boxes,” said Old King Brady. “We may not get as 

good a chance again.” 

They had already examined the front and end of the 

ruined wing, but could find no open entrance, nor diet the 

boards appear to have been disturbed at the doors and 

windows. 

Now7 they ventured into the vfing itself, and made a 

fairly thorough examination. 

It amounted to nothing, however, and as it vTas now 

getting along toward eight o’clock, the Bradys started for 

Hvgeia Hall. 

CHAPTER YI. 

OLD KING BEADY PUTS IT UP TO THE DOCTOK. 

Dr. Dalton’s gate w7as locked as usual when the Bradys 

reached it. 

There were three gentlemen and a lady strolling about 

the lawrn. 

Standing near the fence, with his eyes fixed upon them,, 

was the slim young man who had administered the 

pill. 
He wTas evidently watching the strollers, but he glanced 

up when he saw the Bradys at the gate. 

“That’s my pill man, Governor,” said Harry, as Old 

King Btady pressed the electric button.” 

“So? He is evidently one of the keepers, and those 

others, I take it, are patients. Ah, here comes our man 

now.” 

The gate-keeper was armed with his cane now. 

As he hurried down the gravel w7alk one of the gentle- 

men separated himself from the others and struck across 

toward the gate. 

The slim young man pulled out a whistle and blew 

The gate-keeper looked around and hurried on. 

“So you have come,” he said, unlocking the gate. “If 

you don’t mind let that man talk to you a minute. He*s 

away off, but he is one of our best-paying patients, and 

we have to humor him.” 

“All right,” replied Old King Brady, and the keeper 

locked the gate. 

Meanwhile the lunatic had started to run. He seemed 

to be determined to head them off. 

He was a stout, elderly man, with thin, white hair, and 

very expensively dressed. 

There was nothing particular about his appearance to 

indicate that he was insane. 
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" G ood-morning, gentlemen! Good-morning!” he call- 

tv'. out. "Glad to see you. When did you come down?” 

li:ey came down last night, Mr. Trimble,” said the 

ht totr, winking at the detectives. “They came in a fiery 

chariot. Sure, I seen them when they dropped.” 

“Silence, beast!” cried the lunatic, with a vicious snap 

oi the jaw. “How often have I told you not to address me 

by that name. If you cannot address me as Your Imperial 

Majesty don't speak to me at all.” 

"Oh, ail right, Yovlt Imperial Majesty,” sneered the 

keeper, stepping back. 

"Gentlemen, allow me to introduce myself,” continued 

the lunatic. “I am Peter the Great, Czar of all the Rus- 

sias. What is the news from Heaven? Has anyone tried 

to usurp my throne up there?” 

“Why, no, Your Majesty. They would not dare,” re¬ 

plied Old King Brady. “It is time you were thinking 

about returning, though.” 

“I suppose it is, but my mission on earth is as yet un¬ 

fulfilled.” 

“And what may that be?” 

“To restore harmony in my native country, sir. Look at 

the condition of Russia! My Imperial throne on earth is 

tottering. If I could once get to Moscow I could soon 

lyght matters. Money is what is needed. I brought ten 

billions of dollars with me from Heaven to be expended 

in restoring harmony in Russia. I have been unjustly de¬ 

prived of it, gentlemen. I have also been deprived of 

my liberty. I am detained here—begone, base wretch! 

How dare vou interfere with me ?” 

The slim young man had come sneaking up behind the 

great Peter. 

Suddenly he seized him by the shoulder and swung him 

around. 

“Get back!” he said sternly. 
* 

Such another torrent of vile abuse as came from the 

lips of the lunatic then the Bradys never heard. 

The slim young man drew out a small rawhide whip. 

“Get back!” he repeated. 

“Oh, all right. I don't want any trouble with you,” 

replied the lunatic, suddenly quieting down. 

He turned and walked away, with the slim young man 

following close at his heels. 

“There they go, and we will go, too,” said the gate¬ 

keeper, with a chuckle. 

“Who is that man?” asked Harry, as they walked along. 

“Oh, he’s a pork-packer from Kansas City,” was the 

reply. “Tie’s worth all kinds of money. They gets such 

queer ideas. He thinks he’s Peter the Great, Emperor of 

Roe-hja. and that he has been dead for two hundred years, 

br,r ha- come back to earth again.” 

“That lady seems to be stuck on you; she’s throwing 

; this way,” remarked the old detective. 

The woman had separated herself from the others, and 

v fi ■ coming slowlv toward them. 
■ «/ 

She wa- young and quite good-looking. Her dress was 

v per)-;v(■ morning gown, and her bare head was cov¬ 

ered with a mass of yellow hair stuck full of false jeweled 

hair-pins. 

Every now and then she would waft kisses in the direc¬ 

tion of the Bradys. 

“Sure, it’s not to me, but to the young feller,” laughed 

the keeper. “She goes on like that with every young man 

she sees. But don't mind her. She’ll not come here. If 

he was to try to go toward her she’d let out a yell and run 

like a goat, so she would.” 

“Has the poor soul been mad long?” asked Old King 

Brady. 

“So I believe. She has only been here a little while,” 

the gatekeeper replied. 

“Are these all your patients?” asked the old detec¬ 
tive. 

“All what it is safe to let out,” was the reply. “We 

have a few what we keep locked up all the while.” 

They had now reached the piazza, and as they ascended, 

the steps Dr. Dalton came out through the door. 

“Good-morning, gentlemen,” he said in the most affable- 

manner. “You are just in time to take breakfast with 

me. I have changed my mind, you see.” 

“Why, yes, doctor,” replied Old King Brady, with a 

smile. “This is certainly a little more in the line of a. 

pleasant reception than what we got last night.” 

“I have been thinking it all over, and I have made up- 

my mind that I was wrong,” said the doctor. “Cammeyer 

certainly has the right to send you here, and I did wrong 

to turn you away. You see, I am a man who is willing to 

acknowledge himself in the wrong. I don’t go dowm on 

my knees and ask you to forgive, but wrhat I do say is, 

let us be friends.” 

As he said this Dr. Dalton thrust out his hand. 

“By all means,” replied Old King Brady, shaking 

hands. “YMu are quite right, doctor.” 

“And I have changed my mind in the matter of the 

rent,” continued the doctor, when he had shaken hand's 

with Harry. “I have decided to pay up. Before you 

leave I will give you a check for the full amount I 

owe.” 

“Send it to Mr. Cammeyer,” replied Old King Brady. 

“I am not collecting rents for him.” 

“As you will. Step this w7ay. I will show you to the 

wash-room where you can fix up a bit. I’m afraid you put 

in rather an uncomfortable night next door.” 

“Oh, it might have been vnrse,” laughed Old King 

Brady. “We are well used to the soft side of a plank. A 

good wTash-up will put us right.” 

The doctor showed the detectives to a wash-room, where 

they soon made their toilettes. 

He was waiting for them in the hall when they came 

out, and he personally conducted them into a small room 

where the breakfast table was spread with covers for 

three. 

“I am a bachelor, gentlemen,” said the doctor, “and I 

usually breakfast alone. Glad to have company, naturally. 

Be seated. I will ring the bell.” 
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Che bell was answered by a spruce young colored 

man. 

lie proved to be the waiter, and the Bradys were served 

to an excellent breakfast. 

Dr. Dalton was affability itself. 

He talked on many subjects, and he talked intelligently 

on all. 

But for their-previous experience the detectives might 

well have been excused for putting him down as a most 

interesting man. 

Not a word did he say about his own affairs, nor about 

the business of the detectives, until breakfast was over, 

and they had adjourned to the office. 

Then, having produced a box of excellent cigars, he 

turned to Old King Brady and remarked: 

“And now, Mr. Brady, I suppose you think that I am 

doing all this for a purpose: I confess that I am. I have 

come to the conclusion that Cammeyer is right. If I am 

to remain in business here this Green Lady mystery must 

be investigated, and I can think of no one more eminently 

fitted to undertake the job than yourselves.” 

“That is very pleasantly put, doctor,” replied the old 

detective, “but how, may I ask, are we to go about it if you 

are not willing to let us go through your place?” 

“But I am willing. I will show you through right now. 

Yrou can remain here as long as you please. You can go 

about Hygeia Hall when and how you like. There shall 

be absolutely no restriction put upon you. Could you ask 

for more than that?” 

“Certainly not.” 

“Shall we make the rounds now?” 

“Just a moment, doctor. Inasmuch as you would not re¬ 

ceive us here we thought best to take up our quarters in 

the hotel last night, as you know.” 

“And you had your experiences there?” 

“We certainly did, and most interesting we found 

them.” 

“And most interested I shall be in hearing what thev 
o 4/ 

were. lrou saw the Green Lady?” 

“We did. We both saw her, but at different times.” 

“So?' She was as I described her?” 

“Substantially so—yes.” 

“Did she speak?” 

“'She did to me, but not to my partner.” - 

“She demanded her child, I presume?” 

“Yes.” 

“That is the way she alway goes on. Anything else?” 

“Oh, yes. I saw a small steamer come in close to shore 

last night.” 

“I presume so. It was the Claribel. She runs between 

Chicago and some of the smaller Michigan lake ports. I 

have all my provisions brought down in her.” 

“Indeed.” 

“You saw them landing my stuff, I daresay? I always 

have it landed on that side, and at night, for fear of excit¬ 

ing • v patients. Mad people are very sensitive, Mr. 

Brady, and the greatest care has to be observed in handling 

them.” 

“No, we did not see them land anything,” said Old 

King Brady quietly. “As for my partner, he was asleep, 

at the time.” 

“But, you-” 

“Well?” 

“If you saw the steamer, how does it happen that you 

did not see them land the goods?” 

“Easily explained, doctor.” 

“I daresay! You went to sleep, too?” 

“Not at all.” 

“What then?” 

“I followed the Green Lady before the landing took 

place.” 

“Mr. Brady, you are concealing something from me, sir. 

I can tell by your manner. Let us be perfectly frank with 

each other, my dear sir.” 

“Very well. Then the reason why I failed to see this 

landing is because I followed the Green Lady into your 

sanitarium, Dr. Dalton, and I was there made a prisoner, 

and so kept until daybreak. Now, then, my dear doctor, 

it is up to you to explain.” 

CHAPTER VII. 

DE. ©ALTON DOUBLES ON THE DETECTIVES. 

If Old King Brady expected Dr. Dalton to drop dead 

at the announcement made at the close of the last chapter 

he was very much mistaken. 

The doctor looked the picture of surprise. 

“My dear Mr. Brady!” he exclaimed. “You are most 

surely mistaken. I can’t imagine what you mean.” 

“No? Well, let me explain in detail just what hap¬ 

pened.” 

“I wish you would. There must be no secrecv between 

us. Absolutely none. Tell me everything just exactly as 

it occurred.” 

Old King Brady did so. 

He omitted all mention of Harry and the pill, how¬ 

ever. 

“And where was your partner all this time?” demanded 

the doctor, looking worse puzzled than ever. 

“Asleep.” 

“It was on the second floor }*ou say that this hap¬ 

pened?” 

“Yes.” 

t s d hie. h dear sir, I solemnly assure you 

that there is no such iron room in my establishment. Those 

partitions were built for me. To the best of my knowl¬ 

edge they are just what they purport to be. There is no 

movable partition among them. This wing is absolutely 

cut off from the hotel.” 
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**1 accept, your word for it, doctor. Evidently this mys¬ 

tery is run by someone beside you.” 

‘‘It most assuredly is so. But come, I know you sus- 

pea me. I don't ask; you to take my word for it. As it 

happens, every room on that side of the wing on ths sec¬ 

ond floor is vacant at the present time. You shall see for 

yourself.” 

“I confess, doctor, that I should like to make the ex¬ 
amination.” 

“Certainly! Certainly! And why not? You would be 

a fool if you didn't. This way, please!” 

Dr, Dalton then led the Bradys upstairs. 

Here there was a long corridor extending the entire 

width of the wing. 

Opening from it were numerous rooms. 

On the right several of the doors were closed, but on 

the left toward the hotel they were all open. 

The front room received light from windows overlook¬ 

ing the lake. 

Those in the rear overlooked a large yard, enclosed by 

the fence before mentioned. 

There were a few between the two which were lighted 

only from shaft extending to the roof. The corridor ended 

on the left, up against a wooden partition covered with 

wall paper. 

“This is your partition,” said the doctor, striking upon 

it. You can see for yourself that it is solid. Originally 

the corridor extended right through into the hotel.” 

“It is twice the width of the passage which I went into,” 

mused the old detective. 

“There is no such passage, sir. There is no place for it. 

You can go into every one of these rooms. The partition 

runs across the corridor only. The rooms are separated 

from the hotel rooms by the partitions originally built to 

so separate them. Did you leave the hotel corridor when 

you followed the Green Lady last night?” 

“I certainly did not, doctor.” 

“Then you see your position is impossible.” 

“I trust you do not doubt my word?” 

“Xot at all. I don’t mean that; but your story only 

adds mystery to mystery.” 

“It beats me.” 

“Same with me. But examine all you please, gentle¬ 

men. I have business downstairs, and will join you in a 

few minutes. Go an}TwThere you like. Only four of these 

rooms are occupied. Those with the doors closed. They 

are the rooms of the patients you saw taking their morn¬ 

ing exercise when you came in. I would rather you would 

not attempt to enter those rooms, but wherever you And 

the doors open go in and out as you please. When I re¬ 

turn I will show you the other floors. I have a few violent 

oatients. Thev are confined on the floor above.” 

Thus saying, Dr. Dalton turned and hurried away. 

The Bradys have arranged for private use a regular 

code of secret signs. 
Harry now received that one which meant: 

“We are probably watched, so don’t talk private busi¬ 

ness.” 

Taking the hint, he began praising the doctor, and they 

went from room to room. 

Coming at last to one of the dark rooms which opened 

off the corridor, Old lying Brady drew Iris partner over into 

the further corner, and as they stood there looking into 

the light shaft he whispered: 

“Harry, I have made a discovery.” 

“Well?” breathed Young King Brady. 

“You will observe that this room is the only one unfur¬ 

nished.” 

“There is nothing except the carpet.” 

“Exactly. The carpet and the chandelier.” 

“Well?” 

“The carpet is of the same pattern as that upon which 

I stood last night.” 

“Hello!” 

“And the chandelier is the one I saw lighted in the 

distance under which the Green Lady stood.” 

“By Jove, Governor, you seem to have settled the mys¬ 

tery in part. Then your iron cage must have been where 

the light shaft is now.” 

“Exactly. Look out there, Harry.” 

“Well?” 

“See that small, square, boxed-in arrangement running 

up and down the shaft?” 

“It is stuck away in the corner there.” 

“Just so, and it is painted the color of the brick wall, but 

it contains an elevator wire rope just the same.” 

“lrou think your iron cage was lifted up from below?” 

“I do, since we cannot see it above us.” 

“That’s great. But about the corridor.” 

“I’ve solved that, too. Don’t you remember that the 

corridor in the hotel took a turn near its end? It didn’t 

turn much, but it did a little. See that supposed bridk 

wall at the opposite side of the light shaft is not brick. It 

is wood painted to resemble brick!” 

“By gracious, your eyes are sharp! That’s what it is. I 

can see it plainly now.” 

“What I say is that the position of this room is such ae 

to bring it right against the corridor in the hotel, and 

that the corridor in this wing has been altered to suit. 

Just how they did it I don’t know7, and I don’t propose te 

waste any time in trying to find out, but-” 

Slam! 

The open door shut behind the Bradys. 

“Trapped!” cried Harry, making a rush for it. 

It vras so! 

The door w7as fast shut against them. 

“Trapped indeed!” said Old King Brady. “Well, sc 

be it! I expected this.” 

“It may mean death, Governor.” 

“Don’t you fool yourself! It means nothing of the 

sort. If this man Dalton had intended to do us up he 

would have done it last night. It may well mean that we 

are going to be locked in for a while, though.” 



“But what can be his motive ?” 

“It isn't difficult to imagine that he may be thinking of 

holding us till he hears from Bauer that the elder Good- 

kind is dead. But wait. We shall be wiser in a minute. 

I’m curious to see what their next move will be.” 

Old King Brady spoke only the truth when he said that 

he expected this sort of thing. 

Frequently he has found it advisable to let his enemies 

temporarily get the best of him in order to force them to 

show their hand. 

It was so in this case. 

“Make sure of the revolver in your secret pocket if it 

comes to a search,” said Old King Brady. “Take it easy. 

We have got a case against the doctor now, all right. He 

will be arrested next time I get loose.” 

“And when will that be? I take no such rosy view of 

the situation,” Harry sighed. 

“Watch!” said the old detective. “You will see my 

iron cage in evidence pretty soon.” 

They took their places at the window, and looked out 

into the shaft. 

And sure enough, in a minute they saw what they had 

previously taken to be the bottom of the air-shaft get on 

the move. 

It came up slowly, filling the whole shaft. 

In a minute the window was blocked off. 

Then suddenly the Bradys got a shove in the shins. 

They jumped back to see the wall below the window 

swing back like a door. 

At the same instant a door in this strange elevator swung 

back, and there was just such a cage as Old King Brady 

had described. 

“Will you walk into my parlor, says the spider to the 

fly!” cried Harry. “Governor, our carriage waits!” 

“I see it does, and I am very much of the opinion that 

we shall be forced to get into it.” 

“Probably.” 

“And they won’t have to come into the room to make 

us, either.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Look at the door?” 

“I see nothing peculiar about it, except that it is pe¬ 

culiarly annoying to have it shut,” 

“Don’t you see those two clothes hooks?” 

“Yes.” 

“Look sharp and you will see that both are hinged. 

They are merely blinds to cover two holes in the door.” 

“Great Scott! You are right, Governor! You are 

growing more and more observant every day.” 

“I wish I could say the same for you then; but you are 

steadily improving. Ha! There it comes!” 

Precisely as Old King Bradv had predicted, the two 

clothes hooks now flew inward. 

Two round holes in the door were thus revealed. 

And through these holes the shining barrel of two re¬ 

volvers were thrust. 

“Gentlemen!” cried a deep voice outside the door, “you 

will pass on or we fire. Forward! March!” 

There was nothing for it but to obey. 

To be sure, the detectives could have taken themselves 

out of range of the revolvers. 

But in that case some other means to coerce them would 

surely be found, Old King Brady felt. 

“We have got to go, Harry,” he said. 

They stepped into the car. 

The floor was as solid as a rock. 

During his long stay there, Old King Brady had never 

once suspected that the car was a movable affair. 

Just as they entered they heard a bell ring somewhere 

below them. The door shot back into place as it had done 

the night before. 

Then the car began to slowly descend. 

“I am afraid we are in a fair wav to learn more about 
«/ 

this madhouse than is pleasant,” sighed Old King Brady. 

“I hope they don’t separate us—that’s all.” 

In a moment the motion ceased and the door flew wide 

open. 

There stood a man with a cocked revolver, and a hand¬ 

kerchief tied over the lower part of his face. 

Behind him was a second man, holding a rifle, and simi¬ 

larly disguised. 

“You will follow me, old man,” said he of the revol¬ 

ver. “The young fellow will stop where he is till further 

orders.” « 

As he spoke the mask began backing away. 

“Take us together, friend,” said Old King Brady. “If 

you do there will be a good big stake coming your way if 

ever we get out of this trouble—understand that.” 

Old King Brady had no hope that his request would be 

granted. 

What he wanted was just what he accomplished by this 

remark, to let these men know that he was willing to pay 

for help. 

“Can’t be done,” was the reply. “You follow me or I 

fire! Take your choice.” 

“Oh, I’m coming,” said the old detective. “Pemember 

what I tell you, boys. You may find a chance to help us 

out of this snap. If you do so you will surely be well 

paid.” 

He saw the two glance at each other, and he felt sure 

that his remarks had not been altogether without ef¬ 

fect. 

The mask now backed along a broad corridor. 

It was boarded up on both sides, and they passed three 

grated doors on the right. 

Reaching a fourth, they found it open, and there stood 

Dr. Dalton in the doorway. 

“Ah, Mr. Brady! And have you solved the mvsterv of 

my madhouse?” he exclaimed, regarding the old detective 

with a sardonic smile. 

“I have solved the mystery of Dr. Dalton's change of 

heart,” retorted the detective. 

“Just so! Walk in.” said the doctor. “I have a Ktfcie 
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fineness to transact with you, my friend. You were very 

anxious to see the inside of my sanitarium. Well, here you 

are. and it is likely to be a long day before you set out 
a gam. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

PRISONERS IX THE MADHOUSE. 

Harry’s experience with the doctor came later. 

For about ten minutes he was kept waiting in the ele¬ 

vator, and then the man with the revolver returned and 

ordered him to get on the move. 

Following him, Harry was conducted to a graced door 

on the other side of the corridor from where the old de¬ 

tective had been received. 

Here the doctor met him, and made a quick search of 

his clothes. 

All he took from him was a revolver and a pocket- 

knife. 

The smaller revolver which Yroung King Brady always 

carries in his secret pocket was not found. 

“And now, young man, for the present you'will remain 

here,” said the doctor. “You and your partner had your 

chance to avoid all this disagreeable business, and you 

refused to take it. Xow you must take the consequences— 

that is all.” 

“I think you will find that you have made a big mistake, 

doctor,” was Harry’s reply. 

“How so?” 

“Wait and see!” 

“Pooh! Pooh! Ko such bluff as that goes down here. 

Even if a search is made for you it will amount to noth¬ 

ing.” 

“We shall see!” 
f 

“And so we shall. I am leaving you now. Make your¬ 

self -at home.” 

The door was shut and a bolt shot on the outside. 

“Thank Heaven they did not tie me up,” thought 

YYvung King Brady. “It might be worse.” 

He started to look about his cell. 

There was little to see. 

The room contained only a wooden bench. 

The floor was boarded and'the walls, with the excep¬ 

tion of one, were also of boards. 

That wall was made of brick, and up at the top, right 

under the floor beams, there was a little round opening 

about as big a3 an ordinary man’s leg. 

This was protected by iron bars, and served to.let in 

light and air. 

There wa3 also a square opening in the door. 

It was not big enough for Harry to pass through, and 

was likewise barred. 
“Interesting,” thought Young King Brady. “I wonder 

how long this is going to last.” 

THE GREEK LADY. IT 

He listened for a considerable time, but could hear no 

sound. 

“I don’t believe there is anybody down here,” he 

thought. “I’ll tackle the Governor.” 

He pressed his face against the bars, and gave a loud 

shout. 

The anwer came promptly. 

“Is that you, Harry?” 

“Yres! Where are you?” 

“Locked in.” 

“Same with me. Got a window in your room?” 

“Yes, if you can call it so. A little round opening with 

a couple of iron bars across it.” 

“Same as mine. I’ve got a bench and nothing else.” 

“'Same here.” 

“We seem to be alone down here.” 

“Evidently. If there had been a guard we should have 

heard from him before this.” 

“What do you suppose he means to do with us?” 

“'Well, he talked a bit with me. I judge he means to 

hold us prisoners for the present. I suppose about now 

you were wishing we had never come.” %, 

“Xaturally; all the same, I would do it over again if you 

said the word.” 

“You are truly loyal, Harry, but never despair. A way 

out of this trouble will surely be shown us. It may be 

a bit slow in coming, but it will come.” 

“Someone coming now, I think.” 

“I hear a step.” 

It proved to be a man with his face masked. 

In spate of this Harry, to whose door he came first, 

instantly recognized him as his pill-giving friend. 

He caried two tin cans. 

“I’ve brought you a can of water,” he said. “I’m going 

to push it between the bars.” 

The can was but a small affair, and closely stopper¬ 

ed. 

Harry received it and thanked him. 

“Kind of slow work stopping down here,” remarked 

the man. 

“You bet it is.” 

“You’d like to get out, I suppose?” 

“Well, naturally.” 

“Ha, ha! Y"es, of course! Oh, well, you can’t, you 

know!” 

The slim young man screwed up his face, and gave 

Harry a comical look. 

“He’s got something up his sleeve,” thought Harry. 

“I may as well follow the Governor’s lead.” 

“There are more ways than one of killing a cat,” he 

replied. 

“Well?” 

“I was just going to say that if there is such a thing as 

giving a fellow a pointer on a way to escape it would be 

worth good money to you.” 

“Yes, yes!” laughed the slim young man, “but where 
would the money come from?”. 
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“Never you mind about that.” 

“They say Old King Brady is an awful rich man.” 

“He is worth a dollar or two.” 

“All the same, I wouldn’t take his check.” 

“You'd open your eyes if you knew how much his check 

is good for.” 

“Oh, I know all about that, but checks is so easy stop¬ 

ped.” 

“As I said before, there is more than one way of skin¬ 

ning a cat.” 

“Wait. I can’t talk any more now. Later on you can 

put me wise on the cat skinning business—see?” 

The young man mowed away. 

Harry, peering through the bars, saw him pass a can of 

water into Old King Brady’s cell. 

He did not attempt to hold any conversation with the 

old detective, however, but hurriedly took himself off at 

once. 

“What was that fellow talking about, Harry ?” 

“Hinting around about helping’ us to escape if he was 

paid for it. Couldn’t you hear?” 

“No; I couldn’t quite catch what he was saying. Do 

you think there is anything in it?” 

“'Don’t know. He said he would see me later.” 

“Did you name any price?” 

“No, I didn’t. Did he say anything to you?” 

“Not a word.” 

“I’m afraid there’s nothing in it.” 

“It all depends upon how good pay the doctor is.” 

“ One thing is sure, we shall never get out of here with¬ 

out help.” 

“It is a difficult problem, certainly. However, we shall 

see.” 

But it was many hours before the Bradys saw or heard 

anything. 

Dr. Dalton did not again come near them. 

The day dragged wearily on. 

At noon food was brought to them, and thrust between 

the bars. 

It was the slim young man again, but Harry could not 

draw him into conversation. 

Night came, and supper was served the same way. 

After he had passed in the food the slim young man 

said: 

“Say,-you want to keep awake along around midnight— 

see? Better do any sleeping you are intending to do right 
now.” 

“There’ll be something doing then?” asked Harry. 

“Perhaps so, mebbe so, can’t say!” was the reply. 

Old King Brady tried his hand, but could not get a re¬ 

ply. 

Meanwhile the Bradys, you may be sure, had tried every 

means of opening the doors of their prison. 

But it was no use, in spite of the fact that they had all 

their belongings with them. 

The doors were made of heavy plank, and the outside 

bolts could not be budged. 

There were three of these bolts to each door, and to at¬ 

tempt any cutting out would have been a long, tedious 

job. f I 
“We will put this right through,” Old King Brady said. 

“I still have an idea that these men may take up with 

my offer. Anyhow, we will wait until to-morrow before 

we try any move on our own account.” , 

This was said after Harry told him of the last conversa¬ 

tion he had with the slim young man. 

Shortly after supper Harry threw himself down upon 

the bench and slept for about two hours. 

All was still in Old King Brady’s cell when he awoke. 

The place was entirely dark, and the loneliness of it all 

began to get upon Harry’s nerves. 

He tried to sleep again, but it was no use. 

For a long time he paced the floor of his cell. 

At last he heard Old King Brady calling. 

“Hello, Governor! By gracious, it is good to hear 

someone’s voice!” Harry replied. 

“I would have spoken before, but I was afraid of dis¬ 

turbing you.” 

“Same here. What time is it?” 

“'Half past eleven,” replied the old detective, striking a 

match and consulting his watch. 

“Almost time to hear from Slim Jim, if he means busi¬ 

ness.” 

“That’s right. All depends upon that now. If he don’t 

■ome I shall deeply regret that I advised putting ourselves 

in the doctor’s power.” 

“Listen!” 1 

“I hear nothing.” 

“It seems to me I heard footsteps.” 

“Lou are right! There is certainly someone coming at 
last.” 

In the distance, coming along the corridor, footsteps 

could now be distinctly heard. 

In a moment a light appeared, and a rough-looking man 

carrying a lantern came up to Old King Brady’s door. 

“Old man, are you awake?” he demanded, looking in. 

“I am wide awake, and ready for business, friend,” re¬ 

plied the old detective, looking out. 

It was one of the men who had assisted in his cap¬ 
ture. 

Old King Brady recognized him by the clothes he 
wore. 

aY°u done some hinting about buying vour way ou^of 

t.Iiis here snap, boss. Just what did you mean?” 

“T meant what I said, and I mean it still.” 

“A ou’d like to get free, I suppose?” 

Naturally. Y ouldn t you noiv if vou were in our 
place?” 

“Yell, rather; but the case hain't exactly the way vou 
may think it is. Mv name is Tom West.” 

“Glad to make your acquaintance, Mr. West." 
“Have you got any money about vou?” 
“Some.” 

“How much?” 
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/Well, I don t know exactly. Seven or eight hundred 
dollars. ” 

“It hain’t enough. There are three of us to deal with. 
We want a thousand a-piece.” 

Til go it, but you will have to take a check.” 

“That's what we won't do. You’d stop it on us, for 
sure. ” 

•'•That’s the way you would probably do if you were in 
my place, and I in yours, Mr. West, but I want you to 
understand that I am a different kind of a man.” 

“You say so.” 

“And I mean so.” 

“It can't be did that way, boss, but there are other 
ways. I want you to tell me honestly just what your game 
was in coming here.” 

Here was a proposition that Old King Brady was 
scarcely prepared to accept. 

To him the chances that the man was merely the doc¬ 
tor's tool sent to pump him were entirely too strong. 

But at the same time something certainly had to be 
done. 

“Mv friend,” said Old King Brady, “I’ll be frank with 
you. I want the Green Lady, and I want the boy. If I 
can get away from here with them I am prepared to pay 
what you ask, and you’ll get your money, too.” 

It was mere bluff. 
“If he tells me that there is a woman and a child con¬ 

fined in this madhouse I am readv to believe that he is not 
«/ 

a tool of the doctor’s,” Old King Brady thought. 
“Say!” exclaimed West, “you shall have ’em. I never 

seen ’em myself, except when the Green Lady was doing 
the ghost act, and I never seen the young ’un at all, but 
Mrs. Biggs, the housekeeper, is standin’ in with us in 
this deal, and she says they are here. I’m next to her, 

and I can make her give them up.” 
“Ha!” exclaimed the old detective. “That sounds like 

business. Kow prove to me that you are not working for 
the doctor by telling me the name of this Green Lady, then 

I’ll be ready to believe.” 
“Her name is Mrs. Bauer,” was the prompt reply. 

This settled one side of the question. 
Old King Brady felt that he had not suffered what he 

had suffered in Hygeia Hall in vain. 

CHAPTER IX* 

THE MADHOUSE PLOT. 

• « 

“Well, you are evidently my man,” said Old King 
Brady. “Must speak right out, and tell me what can be 

done.” 
“Bo--, it'- like this,” replied Tom West, deliberately. 

“There is nothing doing unless you will swear to me 
that vou will mind your own business, and leave us to 

mind our-.” 

“I swear to that.” 

“Kext, there’s nothing doing unless you are willing to 
help us carry out a deal what we have on hand.” 

“That depends.” 

“Of course. It depends with us, too. Let me put a 
few questions to you. I’ve got to know my ground be¬ 
fore I talk out plump and plain.” 

“Put your questions.” 

“Will your partner stand for whatever you and me 
agree to?” 

“He will. Harry, isn't it so?” 
“It is. I swear it!” Young King Brady called. 

He had been listening intently to all this, and the talk 
was loud enough for him to hear. 

“That’s all right, then,” said West, “Kow, then, can 
either one of you steer a large boat—a steamboat, I 
mean?” 

v “We both can.” 
“Can either one of you do engineer’s work aboard?” 
“We both can.” 
“Did you see that steamer last night?” 
“I saw it.” 

“Know what brought her here?” 
“Smuggling, I suppose.” 

“Do you want to arrest that meanest of all mean snooz- 
ers who ever drawed the breath of life. I’m talking about 
Dr. Dalton now.” 

/“Do you want him arrested?” 
“Ho.” ■ , ’ ; 

“Then we don’t care about arresting him. All we want 
is to get him out of this place, so that the owner can take 
possession quietly, and above all, to get possession of this 
Mrs. Bauer and her child.” 

“And you would be perfectly satisfied with that,” 
“Perfectly.” 

%j 

“Would you he willing that we should hold yon prisoners 
till we can cash vour check?” 

“Yes, if you treat us well.” 
“Then here’s the story. Me and two others, including 

the housekeeper, is going to turn on the doctor to-night. 
He is making money hv the hatful, hut he don’t pay them 
as helps him except in promisee. We are tired of that 
game. We are old crooks, boss, and I don’t deny it. He 
got us here for that reason, and he had a right to pay us, 
but he don’t do it, and he means to jump this place and 
leave us in the lurch.” 

“Very likely. You ought to know.” 

“Kow, then, the whole thing is here: if we didn’t hate 
this man we wouldn’t bother our heads about you. But 
we do hate him. We want to knock his game, but we 
don’t want him arrested, fo,j* he is just one of the kind 
who would tell all, and then we would surely he in the 
soup.” 

“I see. You propose to seize that steamer when she 
comes again, and make off with the smuggled goods which 
are now stowed away in the ruined wing of the old ho¬ 
tel.” 
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“Not that one, but another one what’s coming to¬ 
night.” 

“So?” 

“Yes. To-morrow the stuff will be taken away. It’s 
now or never. There’s $25,000 in brandy, cigars, silks, 

and kid gloves. We have been working our game for 

weeks. We know just where to place these goods. Now, 
along you come, and it gives us a chance to knock old Dal¬ 

ton still further. If you’ll give us what cash you’ve got, 

and make out three checks for a thousand each, you shall 
go along with us, and run the steamer, which none of us 
is able to do. All wre ask is that you stop quiet where we 

are going till we have time to cash the checks.” 
“And you will then return and set us free?” 
“You’ll be set free. You won’t see us again.” \ 

“And when does this seance come off.” 
“Right now we begin.” 
“What do you propose to do with the doctor?” 

“We propose to let you capture him and lock him in 
down here.” 

“Are there no other servants who will have to be looked 
after?” 

“We shan’t bother with them except Bill Howlev, the 

man you saw at the gate. He’ll have to be took and lock¬ 
ed in. The nigger sleeps sound; there’s no fear of him. 

Besides him there’s only the cook, and she would never 
dare to interfere.” 

“I see. You three are the keepers, I suppose?” 
“We are. Now you know all. Is it a go?” 
“It is. We will stand by you just so long as you stand 

by us. ” 
“You swear it?” 

“I swear it.” 
“And you, young feller?” 
“I swear it, too,” Harry replied. 

“Settled,” said West. “Hand out your money, old 
man.” 

It was a risk. 

Old King Brady had nearly $800 with him, and he felt 
that it was a toss-up if he ever saw Tom West again. 

But he passed the money through the bars without the 
least hesitation. 

West counted it. 

“Say,” he exclaimed, “there is one thing I want to ask 
you to do for me.” 

“Well?” 

“Don't say nothing about this money to the rest of the 
boys.” 

“All right.” 

“If you are asked say you gimme two hundred dollars 
—see ?” « 

“All right.” 

For the first time Old King Brady began to feel some 
assurance that his investment had not been made in 
vain. 

“Fin going now,” said West. “In a little while you'l 
be let out. Mind now, we shan't tie you up or anything 

like that, but if you try to give us the slip you 11 he shot 

dead.” 

“That is understood." 
“We know the doctor disarmed you, and we are all arm¬ 

ed to the teeth, so you see what you are up against. Now 

I’m off.” 
\ 

“One moment.” 
“Well?” 
“About this Mrs. Bauer. Does she have the run of the 

house at night ?” 
“Boss, you ask me too much. We know very little about 

her, being all newcomers here. Mrs. Riggs takes c-$re of 

her on the top floor. At night she is let out, but the 

doctor is always close behind her. * He has pumped her 

full of the Green Lady story. She thinks she's the ghost. 

She keeps calling for her child.” 

“’And the child?” 
“Mrs. Riggs takes care of him. His mother is never al¬ 

lowed to see him. He thinks she’s dead.” 
“I see. But how are we to get the woman aboard?” 

“That’s up to you. Whatever you say, Mrs. Riggs will 
do and we'll help.” 

“All right, West. We understand each other perfect¬ 
ly.” 
J 

“Then I'm off. The arrangement is as soon as the 

steamer appears I am to wake the doctor. Instead of that 

you will then be set free, and you’ll do the waking— 
see?” 

“Exactly.” 
“So-long.” 

“So-long, West. You will find the Bradys as good as 
their word.” 

The keeper departed. 

Not until his footsteps had died away in the distance 
did either of the Bradys speak. 

“By jove, Governor, this is a queer start!” Harry called 
out then. 

“I should say so,” was the reply. 

I knew that Slim Jim had something up his sleeve, all 
right.” 

f Ha! ^ es. My $800 may prove to be a permanent in¬ 
vestment, Harry. Don’t raise your hopes too high.” 

“What encourages me most is the fact that he means 
to knock down on his partners.” 

Exactly. 1 hat is a most hopeful sign. But we can 
only wait and see.” 

“And do you really*mean to give up $3,000?” 

“Sure, if all goes through as arranged. Good kind 
offers $5,000 and expenses for the recovery of his sister 
and her child.” , 

“If we can ever deliver the goods.” 

“Don't fret. Even if tills fellow means business fust as 
he puts it, there's many a slip betwixt cup and lip. They 

have got to capture the steamer, captain, and crew It's 
no easy job. They didn't say a word about that." 

“That's so. I wonder how they mean to do it? You 
i ight have asked them.” 
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" 1 thought of it, but I concluded 1 had better not butt 
in." 

, “'Why in thunder couldn't he make good by setting us 
free now:'' 

* Patience, Harry. If the fellow is sincere he has to 
report to his companions, of course. There is only one 
thing to do, and that is to let them work matters their 
own way." 

It was now after midnight. 

Eor another half hour the Bradys were obliged to ^pos¬ 
sess their souls in patience, for no one came. 

At last the footsteps were heard, and the light appear¬ 
ed auain. 

V_ 

This time it proved to be the slim young man. 
“Boss, are you there?” he demanded, flashing the light 

into Old King Brady’s cell. 

“Right here. What’s the word?” 
“The time has come.” 
“All right.” 

“Are vou ready, to take the doctor?” 
V %) 

“We are. But how the deuce are we to do it without 
a gun?” 

“That’s what I was telling Tom. My name is Jack Mc- 
Ginley, by the way.” 

“All right, Jack. About that gun?” 

“We’ll lend you one, but remember if you turn against 
us you get it in the neck.” 

%j o 

“All right,- my boy; all right. Don’t you worry about 

that.” 

The bolts were then shot, and Old King Brady stepped 
out. 

“Come, this is better!” he exclaimed. “I’m glad to 
get to work.” 

“Sure. Say, boss?” 

“Well, Jack?” 
“How much dough did you give Tom West?” 
“Really, I didn't count it. About two hundred or so. 

Why?” 

“Oh, I just wanted to know—that’s all. That’s wh^t 
he said it was, but he lies so you can’t believe a word he 
says.” •/ 

“Tom is all right,” thought the old detective. “I’ve got 
one big lie on my owm conscience, that’s sure.” 

Harry was set free, and McGinley ordered them to 
march ahead of him.” 

“How does that elevator of yours work, Jack?” Harry 

Jack McGinley now7 proceeded to don a duster and to 
tie a handkerchief over the lower part of his face. 

“Nowr, then, Boss Brady, follow us,” said one of the oth¬ 
ers, recognizable by his voice as Tom West. 

He led the wray upstairs, and turning into a side corri¬ 
dor halted before a door. 

“Can you open that with your foot?” he whispered, at 
the same time handing Old King Brady a revolver. 

“I think so. I’ve done such, things before. Is there 
no other way?” 

“No; she’s bolted on the inside.” 

“Does the doctor sleep w7ith a revolver under his head?” 
“No; he keeps it in the bureau drawrer.” 

“There must be no miss in the forcing of this door, 
boys; if there is some of us will get shot.” 

“It's the only sticker.” 

“Line up shoulder to shoulder. We wTill make a flying 
w7edge, and so throw our united strength against the door 
at once.” 

“Dat’s de cheese,” said Jack. 

“So much for having an expert to work with us,” added 
West. 

Old King Brady showed them how to place them¬ 
selves. 

Then, as he gave the word, all threw themselves against 
the door, which flew inward with a crash. 

CHAPTER X. 

THE CAPTURE OF THE SMUGGLERS. 

” #»•- 

. >v 

I 

Dr. Dalton sprang from his bed to find himself looking 
into the muzzle of' Old King Brady’s borrowed revol¬ 
ver. 

“Great heavens! You!” he gasped. 

“Hands up, doctor!” said the old detective stern!v. 
%/ 

“Times have changed. You are in my power now.” 
“But—but-” 

“No buts! Stand as you are! Harry, gather up the 
doctor’s clothes!” 

It was a strenuous moment for the master of the mad¬ 
house. 

In addition to Old King Brady’s revolver there were 
three others in the hands of the duster men pointing his 
way. 

asked. 
“Oh, you wind it up and down with a crank,” replied 

Jack. “I hain’t got time to show you now, or I would. 
D, was built to use wit de violents when de Doc wanted 
to fetch ’em down to these here cells.” 

The Bradys were led up a narrow stairway, and after 
a fc turns found themselves in the main hall of the 

madhouse. 
Here stood two men, wearing long linen dusters, and 

j;.fs ,:ed in 4n< manner already described. 

He tried to talk, but Old King Brady sternly command¬ 
ed silence. 

Harry got the clothes, and the march began. 

Clothed only in his pajamas, Dr. Dalton was conducted 
downstairs and locked in Old King Brady’s cell. 

“One moment!” he called, as they turned to depart. 
“Who are those men? What do you mean to do with 
me?” 

But the Bradys walked away without replying. 
This started the doctor’s tongue going. 
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Tke Last they heard he was still making fearful threats. 

They returned to the main corridor, where they were 
met by Mrs. Riggs, the housekeeper. 

This proved to be the curly-headed woman, and she 

was all in a tremble. 

“Did you get him?” she asked. 
“We got him!” replied West, pulling oh his mask. 

'‘Good! The steamer is close inshore.” 
“Oh, all right. How, Boss Brady, I go out alone and 

give the signals. When the boat comes ashore I shall 

have a message from the doctor that he wants to see the 
captain, mate, and engineer. I shall tell ’em he is going 

to set up a little champagne supper for them while we un¬ 

load;” 
“Good for you!” replied Old King Brady. “I was won¬ 

dering how you meant to get them.” 
“That’s it. You and your partner with Jack stops 

here' and lays for ’em. Here, young feller, you take a 

revolver. I can trust you, I guess. They are to be took 

and run down below. That done, we will tackle the crew. 

There’s only four of ’em. I’ve got a scheme which will 

sure work.” 
West and the third man, who answered to the name of 

Tom Garvey, now departed. 
“Gentlemen, if you want something to drink I've got 

the keys .of the doctor’s wine room,” said Mrs. Riggs. £Tt 

will be fifteen or twenty minutes before they come back 

again.” ^ 
*T say don’t let us drink a drop till this job is done,” 

said Old King Brady. 
“Perhaps it would be better,” assented Jack. “All the 

same, the Doc keeps bully stuff in there.” 
“How do we take these men?” demanded Old King 

Brady. “ Remember, we are three to three.” 
“Four to three,” put in Mrs. Riggs. “I’ve got a revol¬ 

ver, too.” 
“Good!” said the old detective. “What’s the plan?” 
“I am to receive them,” explained Mrs. Riggs. “I 

show them into the reception room, and then you jump 

on ’em.” 
“That will work all right, I have no doubt. I see you 

are all lighted up in there.” 
“Would it be better to have it dark, do vou think?” de- 

manded Jack. 
“Ho. I think it will do as it is. We will look in there 

.urn see how we can best place ourselves.” 

They went in, and Old King Brady looked out of the 

window. ^ 
It was a dark night, and seemed to threaten a storm. 
When he first looked Old King Brady could see nothing 

of the steamer. 
But in a moment a light was flashed from the upper 

.dory of the ruined hotel, and then he saw her distinct- 

“What is the name?” he asked. 
“.She’s the C. H. Peters,*’ replied Jack. 

“How oft» n do the.se steamers come?” 

“Oh, they don’t have any regular time. Until last 

night there hadn’t been one for a month.” 

“I see. Where do the goods come from?” 

“Come from the Soo. The doctor has an agent up 
there.” 1 

“Yes, yes. Well, I think we had better take our places 

behind the door and jump out on them. I don’t believe 

there will be much trouble; a man with a revolver under 

his nose is in no hurry to argue, but I think we had better 

take them downstairs one at a time.” 

“I think so, too,” said Jack. “That will be my job. 

You might miss the way.” 

There was some further talk. 

The moments passed slowly. 

At last voices were heard outside. 
“They are coming,” said Jack. 

“How did they get through the fence if there is no 
gate?” questioned Harry. 

“There is a gate,” replied Jack. “Whoever told you 

there wasn’t lied. Everybody can’t find it, though.” 

“It was Bill Howlv ” said Old Kins: Bradv. “And. bv 

the way, what of him?” 

“Oh, we caught him before we came after you,” laughed 
Jack. “I gave him a pill, and we locked him in. He’s 

all right.” 
“Same kind vou gave me last night?” Harrv could not 

refrain from saying. 

“Say, were you awake, after all?” demanded Jack. 

“Sure I was! And what is more, I never swallowed that 

pill.” 
“Well, vou fooled me fine. I could have sworn that vou 

were asleep.” $ 

“They must be almost here, Mrs. Riggs,” said the old 
detective. 

“Oh, I’m listening, boss,” replied the woman. “They’ll 

ring the hell.” 
The bell sounded in a moment. 

Mrs. Riggs answered the call. 

“This way, gentlemen,” she said. “Everything is ready 

for you. The doctor is busy, hut he’ll be down in a min¬ 
ute. Meantime, please step in here, and I’ll see that you 

have whatever you would like to drink.” 

“That’s the talk,” replied a gruff voice. “If we have 

a pretty woman like you to serve out the good stuff to us it 
will taste all the better.” 

“Oh, go along with you, captain! You are always free 
with your blarney! Walk right in!” 

Three men entered the reception room. 

Three others with cocked revolvers sprang out from be¬ 
hind the door. 

“T7p hands or you are dead*men!” cried Old Kim* 
V 

Brady. 

And as they covered the smugglers he showed his 
shield. 

There was some swearing. 
O 

The hands went up just the same, however. 
“Pinched at last,." chuckled Jack. 
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"Aik. you turn on us, too, you—you-” 

We decline to finish the captain’s sentence. 
It w&> hot stuff, but talk was checked when the old de¬ 

fective ordered silence, 

•'•Drop your guns, gentlemen!” he cried. “One at a 
^ Time now, and only one hand down!” 

Three revolvers were thrown upon the floor. 
As many knives followed. 

Doubtless the smugglers did not give up all their weap¬ 

ons. 

But Old King Brady did not dare to risk ordering a 
; search. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Riggs stood at the door with her revol¬ 
ver raised. 

<4 

“Take the captain down and introduce him to Dr. Dal¬ 
ton,” said Old King Brady, who seemed to have taken the 
ordering of the whole affair. 

So one by one Jack marched the men to the dun¬ 

geons. 
Mrs. Riggs also went with them, and helped holt the 

doors. 

Jack reported some tall talk on the part of Dr, Dalton 

when he came up for the last time. 
“That was well done,” said the old detective. “What’s 

the next move? Shall we go outside?” 
“No,” said Jack. “We stop here till we get the word 

from Tom West.” 
They looked out of the window, but could see nothing, 

the night was so dark. 
In a moment, however, a light was observed flashing 

on the lawn. 

“Here they come,” said Jack. “If they have done as 
well as we did everything ought to be all right.” 

’ | “We shall know In a minute,” replied Old King Brady. 

The men came tramping in. 
p “Get ’em?” demanded Tom West. 

“You bet,” replied Jack. “We get ’em every time. 

How about yourself?” 
“We got there, too. The Peters hasn’t a man on board 

f at the present moment except the cabin boy, and he s 
asleep. There were five of the crew, and we have got all 

five locked in the secret room in the ruined wing.” 
“That’s business,” said Old King Brady. “How did you 

manage it?” 

“Oh, it was dead easy,” answered Torn. “We told ’em 
when they came in with the first boatload that it was a 
blame shame that the bosses should be sitting down to a 
champagne supper while the men weren’t getting any¬ 
thing, so we invited all hands to come ashore and have a 

drink with us.” 

“And they came?” 
' “You bet they came. The next boat brought ’em all 

off. We let ’em have their drink, and while they were 

turning it down we turned the key on ’em.” 
V “But vou did not di-arm them?” 

I “No.” 

/ 

,/ 

“Then the job is only half done.” 
“Never you mind, boss. We left a gallon of whisky 

there, and the door and the walls are iron-lined. They 

can’t get out.” 

“Are the goods in there?” 
“Sure not; only a few boxes of brandy for a blind. We 

have been moving stuff all the evening, ready for the 
teams from Wanakee in the morning. Oh, we Icdow our 
biz, we do.” 

“I see you do,” said Old King Brady. “And now. what 
is the next thing on the programme?” 

“Well,” said West, “it is your innings now, old man. 
We come hack to help you get the Green Lady and the 
boy.” 4 

“They don’t need no help,” said Mrs. Riggs. “The 
Green Lady will go wherever I tefi her to. Once she 
sees the boy she will he only too glad to go with these 
gentlemen. But you fellows mustn’t showr yourselves, Tom 
West. She’s mortal ’fraid of keepers. She knows every¬ 
one of you by sight.” 

“She will have to get acquainted with us, then,” replied. 
Old King Brady. “Is she dangerous at all?” 

“Oh, no,” said the housekeeper, “but she don’t like men 
very well. The doctor lias her hypnotized most Of the 
time. She’s generally just dopey when she’ in her room 
alone.” 

“Do you mean that she dopes—takes opium?” 
“That was her trouble. He’s broke her of it pretty 

well, though. Sometimes he gives her a dose of mor¬ 
phine. I don’t believe you will have any serious trouble 
with the poor thing. But come, you will do better to meet 
her upstairs. She never comes down on this floor.” 

“She’ll have to to-night, then, if we are to get her 
out.” 

“YYu’ll do better to take her out by the big hotel. She’s 
used to that. Tom West, go turn the crank and run up 
the elevator, so they can pass through. Gentlemen, you 
two follow me.” 

This was the time the Bradys began to fear treachery 

again. 
But the fact that West and the others had not asked for 

the revolvers hack rather reassured them. 

Mrs. Riggs led the way to the second floor, and showed 
them into a room where there were two tables and a. few 

chairs. 

It was lighted from an electric burner in the hall cut- 

side. 

“Now, if you will wait here,” she said, “I will go and 
fetch her; or would you rather I brought the hoy here 

first?” 

“I think you had better bring tire woman first,” said 
Old King Brady. “We will promise her the child os con¬ 
dition that she goes along with us quietly. “Wouldn’t 
that he the best way?” 

“Perhaps it would,” replied Mrs. Riggs. “Anyhow, I 

t 

t 
) 
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don't believe you will have much trouble with the poor 

soul.” 
And with this the housekeeper hurried away. 

CHAPTER XI. 
i 

THE BRADYS GET THE GREEN LADY. 

"Everything is going as smooth as glass, Governor,’’ re¬ 

marked Harry, after Mrs. Riggs left them. 

"So it seems,” replied Old King Brady. "But we have 

not got to the end yet.” 

"What do you propose to do after we get this woman 

safely aboard? Don’t you think some way might be de¬ 

vised to double on those fellows?” 

"Hush, Harry. We won’t discuss that now. One can’t 

tell who may be listening.” 

They waited in silence. 

After a few minutes light footsteps were heard in the 

corridor. 

"Go into the room right ahead of you, my dear,” Mrs. 

Riggs’ voice was heard calling. "There you will find the 

good gentlemen who are going to give you back your 

boy.” 

“ But I can’t meet them so,” a woman’s voice answered, 

in complaining tones. "My hair isn’t fixed.” 

"Oh, you won’t need the light in your hair to-night,” 

was the answer. "Besides, the doctor is asleep, and we 

mustn’t disturb him to put the stuff on your hair. He 

never got you your child, but these good gentlemen will. 

You will see, my dear, you will see!” 

"Shall I go right in to them?” 

"Yes. Go right on. Tell the kind old gentleman what 

you want. He will see that you get your boy. Don’t be 

afraid.” 

The Bradys heard her coming then, and in a few sec- 
i 

onds she entered the room. 

She was a slight, insignificant looking person, with a 

white, scared face and a restless eye. 

Her head was bare, and her yellow hair all tumbled 

about; she wore a tight-fitting dress of some light green 

stuff. It was the same figure they had seen the night be¬ 

fore. 

Halting in the doorway, she looked the detectives over 

for a moment and then said: 

"I want my child! I want my Emil! I want my 

boy!” 

"You shall have him, my dear,” replied Old King 

Bradv. "You shall have him in a minute, and then vou 

shall go away from this place with us, so they cannot rob 

you of your boy again.” 

The Green Lady clasped her hands, and looked at the 

detectives doubtfully. 

"I can’t go away,” she said. "How can I? Don’t vou 

know that* I am dead? Don’t you know that I am the 

Green Lady? Don’t you know that I am the ghost which * 

haunts this hotel?” 

"Oh, yes. We know all that,” replied Old King Brady. 

"But after you get your boy back you won’t have to 

haunt the hotel anv longer, don’t you see?” 

"Won’t I?” * i 

"Certainly not. Why should you, after we give you 

back your child?” 

"Where would you take me? I don’t want to go back 

to my husband. He is a bad man. He was very cruel to 

me. Oh, vou don’t know how much I have suffered with 

that man!” 

"Yes, we know all about it, and we are not going to 

take you to him, dear lady. We will take you to your 

brother. Would you not like to go to him?” ^ 

“Yes. He is good.” 

"Well, then, that is what it shall be.” 

"But what will the doctor say? He is a bad man, too. 

I am afraid of him.” 

"You need not be. He will not come. He is sound 

asleep^’ 

“But suppose he wakes up?” 

"He won’t. It will be all right.” 

"Ho, it won’t! Xo, it won’t!” cried the Green Lady, 

raising her voice and beginning to wring her hands. 

"You are deceiving me. You are not going to give me 

my child! Oh, I want my child! I want my Emil! I 

want my boy!” 

"Confound Mrs. Riggs! Why don’t she come with the 

child?” thought Old King Brady. 

At the same instant light footsteps were heard in the 

hall. 

"Run, Emil! Run to mamma!” Mrs. Riggs called. "She '' 

is in that room!” , 

The Green Lady gave a piercing scream, and turned to 

meet a pretty little boy who came bounding in. 

"Oh, mamma! Mamma!” he cried. , | 

The mad woman caught him in her arms, and kissed 1 

him again and again. 

"At last! At last!” she cried, and then began talking » \ 

in German. 

The child responded, and they wept together. 

It was an affecting scene. 

Even the housekeeper, who stood in the doorway, 

wept. ** 

Question now was how to quiet the Green Lady down 

and get her on board the steamer. 

"You see, my dear lad}', I have been as good as my 4 

promise,” said Old King Brady. "Now you will go quietly 

with us, and-” 

"No, I won’t!” screamed the woman in sudden excite¬ 

ment. "I don’t know you! You will take me to my hus¬ 

band. I had rather die! I had rather kill my bov!” 

"No, no! It’s to your brother we are going to take 

you,” said Old King Brady, soothinglv. 

"I don't believe you!” shrieked the Green Ladv. 
% 

Then suddenly she sprang upon the table near the open 

0 
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window, with the child in her arms, displaying in the 
movement that wonderful strength which the insane often 
chow. 

The next instant she was on the window ledsre it- 
Kdl. 

“Come near me and out I go with him!” screamed the 
mad woman. 

I “Oh! Oh! Oh!” cried the housekeeper. 

Harry made a rush, but Old King Brady held him 
back. 

“A word with you before you jump, dear lady!” he 
cried. 

* It was a case for coaxing. 

Any sudden action would surely have been fatal. 

“'Oh, mamma! Mamma! Don’t throw me out the win¬ 
dow !” Emil screamed. 

He managed to disengage himself, and sprang to the 
floor. 

The mad woman jumped down after him, and again 
^caught him in her arms. 

Quick as thought Harry darted to the window, pulled 
down the sash, and stood with his back to it. 

Emil began to cry. 

The Green Lady hushed him, talking wildly in Ger¬ 
man. 

“How be good! How be good! These gentlemen are 
going to take you for a sail in a nice steamer,” said Mrs. 

| Bigg?- 
“Which will sail to your brother, dear lady,” added Old 

King Brady. “Ho one shall ever take your child from 

5 you again!” 

“I want to go in the boat, mamma!” pleaded Emil. “I 

want to go to Uncle Ikey. Let us go.” 
“How can you go when you haven’t got your hat?” 

} said the woman. “And I haven’t got mine,” she added, 
childishly. “Oh, Mrs. Kiggs, what shall we do?” 

“I’ll get the hats, my dear,” said the housekeep- 

* er.” 

“Will you go with us? I am afraid of these men. That 

old one has got a wicked eye.” 
“Yes, yes, I’ll go with you,” said Mrs. Kiggs. 
She hurried away, and quickly returned with their 

1 hats. 
Meanwhile the Green Lady continued to hug the boy, 

and they talked to each other in German. 
V 

The Bradys stood quietly by. 
It seemed best to let Mrs. Biggs manage the affair 

now. 

And the housekeeper was so successful that they were 

r soon on the move. 
< “Tom is ready with the boat,” she whispered to Old 

King Brady. “I think you had better let me go with her 

alone.” 
Tr.e old detective thought so, too, and for that reason he 

Zr>(\ Harr}’ held back and followed from a distance, after 

Her pa*-/;d through to the hotel. 

-1 hey saw nothing of the three men when they went 
downstairs and passed out upon the grounds. 

Ihe boat was at the water’s edge in front of the big 
hotel, with Tom We$t at the oars. 

“Will she get in quietly, think, Governor?” questioned 
Harry. 

“I think so,” replied Old King Brady. “Mrs. Kiggs 
seems to have her well in hand. I don’t look for any fur¬ 
ther trouble now.” 

They held back and watched, and had the satisfaction 
of seeing the woman and child pulled out to the steam¬ 
er. i 

Jack and the man Garvey joined them as they stood 
watching on the shore. 

“Have any trouble with her?” asked Jack. 
“We did at first,” replied Old King Brady, “but she 

soon quieted down.” 

“Where are you going to take her when we let you 
o*o £ ” 

“To her brother in Toronto.” 

“Didn’t he put her in the madhouse? What does be 
want her back for?” 

“Ho; it was her husband. Good! How she is aboard 
all right.” 

“If only she don’t jump overboard and drown herself 
and the child,” said Harry. 

“Don’t suggest such a thing. Mrs. Kiggs will have 
sense enough to lock her in one of the staterooms, I sup¬ 
pose?” 

“Mrs. Kiggs is all right, and you can bank on her,” said 
Jack. “Here comes Tom back again.” 

“How for the last chapter in this interesting drama,” 
thought Old King Brady. “Where on earth are these 
men going to take us? Pleasant as their company is, I 
don’t care to remain in it for more than a month or 
two.” 

As yet Old King Brady had no idea what course he was 
to pursue. 

That the way out of the difficulty was to be shown him 
will soon be seen. 

West returned to the shore, and pulled the boat up on 
the beach. 

“We must get the goods out, boys,” he said, add¬ 
ing: 

“How, old man, we have done our part to help you, and 
you want to turn to and help us.” 

“Certainly,” replied Old King Brady. “Whatever you 
say goes.” 

“First off, you had better give us back them guns. You 
won’t need ’em any longer, and you might be seized with a 
sudden notion to turn ’em on us, you know.” 

“Kight! Here’s mine.” 

“And mine,” added Harry, turning over the revol¬ 
ver. 

“Good,” cried West. “All is 0. K. so far. If you keep 



THE BRADYS AND THE GREEN LADY. 

ob like this there won’t be no kick coming from us. Now 

we’U run the goods aboard." 

They went over to the ruined wing. 

This blamed roost is liable to fall down on us," growled 
Garvey. “I’ve been expecting something like that to 

happen ever since I’ve been working for Doc." 

'‘Oh, I guess it will hold up for another night," laughed 
West. “Now, Boss Brady, I’ll show you how to get 
in." 

“I was wondering how you were going to manage it," 

replied Old King Brady. “When we tried it last night 

we could find no way." 

“That’s because you didn’t look in the right place. Here 

we are." 

West had led them around to the side of the wing. 
Here there was a doorway leading into the basement, 

which was boarded up like the rest. 
West stooped and pulled a long nail out from the bot¬ 

tom of the boarding. 

Then, taking another out of the top, he pulled the 

boarding back. 

The nails were loose in their holes, and the whole busi¬ 

ness opened like a door. 
A flight of steps was revealed, leading down into a long 

corridor. 

Jack took a lantern down from a nail, and having light¬ 

ed it, they started along the corridor. 

“Hark! Don’t you hear them fellers!" cried West. 

The Bradys must have been deaf if they had not heard 

them. 

Muffled sounds came from somewhere below. 

Somebody was singing. 

Now came a wild whoop. 
Then it was a burst of uproarious laughter. 

“They are happy," said Tom. “By gracious, I don’t be¬ 
lieve they know they are locked in yet. Here we go!" 

He stopped and pulled up a trap-door. 

Here was another flight of steps. 

The sounds came louder now. 
Suddenly all voices seemed to unite in one wild 

yell 

This was followed by a great banging and pound¬ 

ing^ 

“They have caught on to the situation, all right," said 
Harry. 

“Yes," replied West, “hut all the same they can’t get 
out. Now they have quieted down again. Probably they 
have stopped to take another drink. Here you are. Boss 
Brady." 

They had come into a narrow corridor boarded up on 
either side. 

Here, piled up, were boxes and eases, several hundred 
in number 

“This is our plunder!" cried West. “Now to run it 
aboard." 

CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION'. 

The next hour was a busy one. 

It was no light undertaking to carry the heavy boxes 

down to the water’s edge. 

Old King Brady became thoroughly winded before the 

first boatload was complete. 

“This won’t do, old man," said West. “We will have 

you dropping dead of heart-disease and then your check 

won’t be no good. I reckon the best way will be to let * 

you pull the boat and help with the loading on board." 

“I think you wall have to let np on me," replied Old 
King Brady. “I am not a young man, you see." 

“Which you can’t help. Get in and pull her out. I’ll 
go with you. You fellers can bring down more goods." 

They pulled out to the steamer then, which lay at an¬ 

chor about a hundred yards from the shore. 

Mrs. Riggs was leaning over the rail when they reached 

it. 
> 

“Well, Tom, so you have come at last," she said. “I 

thought you were never going to." 
“How is the Green Lady getting on?" inquired Old 

King Brady. 

“Oh, she’s quiet," replied Mrs. Riggs. “I have locked 

her in one of the staterooms. She made a little fuss when 
I first turned the key on her, hut she is so used to being 

locked in that she soon quieted down." 

“Stay where you are, Brady," said West. “I’ll go 

aboard and rig out the block and fall so that we can hoist 

this stuff on." 

“I suppose there is a good cargo aboard as it is," re¬ 

marked the old detective, as West made the boat fast to a 

rope which hung down over the steamer’s side." 

“You bet there is. Eight or ten thousand dollars’ worth 

of stuff. Enough for us to get married on—eh, Mag- 
gier 

“Oh, you go Tong!" cried the woman. “We’ll see about 
that business later on." f 

West laughed, and climbing the ladder went aboard. 

He soon had the block and fall rigged up, and the work 
of loading in the goods began. 

It was almost as hard on Old King Brady as the car¬ 

rying of the heavy boxes, but he stuck to it, and at last 
the boat was emptied. 

“Did you see anything of the cabin-boy, Maggie?" West 
then inquired. 

“Not a thing," replied the housekeeper. “Don't lot 

him come bothering around me. I’ll wring the neck for 
the little brat if he does." Tj 

“I think we ought to have a better light shown here." 
said Old King Brady. “It was none too easy finding our 
way out this black night." 

J O 

“We will light the bow lantern." assented West. “It 
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vcan'i To us any harm, although it is dead against the 
doctor's rules to show a light." 

‘'The doctor don't go now,” laughed Mrs. Riggs. “I 
^vender what the dear man is thinking about now?” 

‘*He s not saying his prayers, you can bet,” laughed 
o cst, as he lighted the lantern. 

They then went back aboard the boat, and Old King 
Brady pulled ashore. 

Harry, with Jack and Garvey, were just coining along 
with another load of stuff, and there was a lot piled up 
on the shore. 

' "Have them fellers quieted down?” demanded Tom 
West. b 

"They have,” said Garvey.- "I haveirt heard a sound 
out of them last three trips.” 

“I reckon they are all asleep. Well, things are work¬ 
ing beautifully. But now, Boss Brady, while we are all 
here together, I want to say a word to you.” 

* “Hello! What about that?” cried Old King Brady. 

“'Haven't I been working to suit?” 
“Oh, you are working to suit all right. It isn’t that. 

*What I want to pow-wow about is them there checks we 

were talking about.” 
“Well, you don’t want to stop work to have me draw 

them up now, do you?” 
“No; it hain’t that. I just want you to prepare your 

mind for something.” 
“WeB?” 
“The checks were to be for a thousand, weren’t they 

now ?” 
“That was the understanding.” 
“And there was to be three of them?” continued the 

rascal. 
“That was it.” 
“Well, we’ll have to change that.” 

“How change it?” 
/ “You’ll have to make the checks for three thousand 

dollars!” 
“Three thousand altogether. Of course, that was un¬ 

derstood.” 
“No, not three thousand altogether, either. You un¬ 

derstand me well enough, so you needn’t pretend you 
don’t. I mean three thousand dollars apiece—under¬ 

stand?” 
“That’s not sticking to the agreement, brother,” said 

the detective. 
“What odds does that make? You are worth a couple 

of millions, they say, so a thousand more or less won’t hurt 

you.” 
“An asrreement is an agreement,” protested Old King 

Brady. 
“Exactly, and if you don’t agree to this you are going 

to stop in the crib where we propose to tie you up until 
vou do. Think it over, old man. You’ll soon be able to see 

it my way.” 
“Very well,” said Old King Brady. “I’ll think it over, 

b ■?. vou have broken your agreement with me, Mr. West. 

It is a pity, just as we were getting on so fine with our 
work.” 

West laughed coarsely. 
“Com^ on, boys,” he said. “Let’s go for another 

load.” 

“You’ve got a load,” said Garvey. “Why not run that 
aboard?” 

“1*11 leave Old King Brady to load up the boat. He 
ought to he ready against the time I come back.” 

The old detective started right in to work, making no 
reply. 

It was just at this minute that a ray of light seemed to 
break upon him. 

“By thunder, I believe I can do it,” he thought. “But 
I would like to see a little more of this stuff on board 
first.” 

Thev soon returned to find the- boat loaded well 
%/ \ 

up. 

Then West and the old detective went out to the Peters 
again, and the cases and boxes were hoisted aboard as 
before. 

This process was now repeated quite a number of 
times. 

A remark from Jack told the old detective that the 
goods were almost all out of the ruins and down on the 
shore. 

And now Harry received from his partner one of their 

secret signs. 
It meant : 
“Come back when I call.” 
The three started back toward the hotel. 
“This ought to he the last load I come after,” remark¬ 

ed West. “lrou fellows can bring down the balance while 
we are out at the steamer.” 

“Sure,” said Jack. 
Just then Old King Brady let out a yell. 
“Harry! Harry! I’ve got ’em again!” he cried. “Bring 

the medicine, quick!” 
“What in thunder ails the old geezer?” growled Gar¬ 

vey, looking hack. 
“Oh, it’s cramps he gets around the heart,” replied 

Harry. “I’ve got a bottle of medicine in my pocket that 
will fix him. Just excuse me a moment, boys. I’ll be 
right along to get my share." 

Young King Brady turned and ran back. 
The trio walked on unsuspiciously. 

“What’s the Governor got up his sleeve now?” thought 
Harry. “Shouldn’t wonder if he meant to make a break, 
and, by Jove, I believe it can be successfully done, 
too.” 

He had read the old detective’s thoughts aright, it would 
seem. 

“Harry,” whispered Old King Brady as be came up, 
“we must make a run for it. Let ’em get a little further 
though.” 

“We can work that steamer, Governor,” said Harry, 
eagerly. 
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“Sure we can. Are they blind that they don't see that 

the way is clear for our escape?” 

And surely it did seem as though the three men were 

blind. 

They looked back but once, and then turned the cor¬ 

ner of the ruined wing. 

“Now!” cried Old King Brady. “In with vou, Har- 

ry!” 

Harry sprang into the boat, and seized the oars in a 

Old King Brady followed, and off they pushed from the 

shore. 

But at the first stroke of the oars West came running 

around the corner of the ruined wing. 

“You sneaks!” he yelled. 

Then it was: 

“Hey, fellers. Those blamed detectives has doubled on 

us.” i 

There was some tall sprinting done as the men came 

back. 
i 

But they were all too late! 

Before they reached the shore the boat was out of their 

range. 

In spite of this they fired, and the shot brought Mrs. 

Riggs to the rail. 

Old King Brady drew his secreted revolver and leveled 

it. 

“Madam, you are our prisoner!” he cried. “We are 

on top now. Don’t make any trouble for us if you are 

wise.” 

The housekeeper took it out on the detectives with her 

tongue. 

But to her berating the Bradys paid absolutely no at¬ 

tention. 

They knew that she was not armed, for they had seen her 

give her revolver back to West. 

It was but the work of a moment to make the boat 

fast. 

Then, boarding the steamer, the ancher was raised with¬ 

out delay. 

This was harder, but the anchor was but a small affair, 

and the detectives managed to accomplish it in very short 

order. 

Then it was Harry to the engine room, and Old King 

Brady to the wheel. 

Ten minutes later the watchers on the beach saw the 

Peters go^steaming away. 

* * * * * * * 

And this ended the business. 

The Bradys were perfectly well able to manage the 

Peters, and they ran her up to Chicago without much trou¬ 

ble. ^ 

Old King Brady squared it with Mrs. Riggs, promising 

her a reward if she would stand bv him until be had de- / I 
%t 

livered the unfortunate Mrs. Bauer and her child into safe 

hands. 

The steamer was turned over to the revenue authorities, 

and Mr. Cammeyer sent a doctor and assistants to look 

after the Green Ladv. 
V 

The revenue people made a quick dash to Wanakee, but 

it amounted to nothing. » 

All hands were gone. Only the lunatics remained in the 

madhouse. 
V 

Doubtless the colored man or the cook set Dr. Dalton 
i 

and the rest free. At all events, the doctor was never ap- - 

prehended. 

Later Mr. Goodkind came from Toronto and took charge 

of his sister and her child. 

They were taken to Canada, and some time afterward 

the Bradys had the satisfaction of learning that the un¬ 

fortunate woman had recovered her reason, and that she 
V 

had inherited her grandfather’s large estates in Eu¬ 

rope. 

This, however, was long after the detectives received a 

check from Mr. Goodkind for $6,000, which made good 

his promise, and also compensated the Bradys for what 

expense they had been at while they were working on the * 

case. 

The smuggled goods were confiscated, of course, and the 

Canadian owners of the Peters had their own share of 

trouble in getting their steamer back. 

The old hotel was shortly after-destroyed by fire, and 

Hygeia Hall went writh it. » 

And this put the finishing touch to the case of “The 

Bradys and the Green Lady.” 

THE END. ] 
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diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. C. S.t author of “ How to Hypnotize, ’ etc. 

PALMISTRY. 
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap¬ 

proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the kev for telling character by the bumps on the bead. ±>y 
jueo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. , ul _ . 
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and m- 

•fcructive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
heading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.O.S. 

SPORTING. 
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete 

Stunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in¬ 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together wTith descriptions of game and fish. _ ,, 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT—Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in¬ 
structions on swdmming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
tor business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. . , 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES—A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
fc-'Jtt the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 

C. Stansfield Hicks. 

* FORTUNE TELLING. 
i. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BO' ~2.— 

®©ntaining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
feisg almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
&2e»s curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams, 
{facias tile little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
[^38 the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
Sxivi. J^iijckv days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

-No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of 
{knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson, 

ATHLETIC. 
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in¬ 

struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
faealthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Evety boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blowrs, and the differ 
ant positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. IIOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. IIOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
(positions in fencing. A complete book. 

TRICKS WITH CARDS. 
Nc >1. now TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing 

fexplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
tJeight-of-band ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
aerially prepared cards. By Professor Uaffner. Illustrated. 

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il¬ 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Cayd Tricks as performed by leading conjurora 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 

magic. 
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic anft 

card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73- HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy 

should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en¬ 
gineer ; also directions -for building a model locomotive: together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, iEolian Harp. Xylo¬ 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de¬ 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing 
a description of the lantern, togetherWith its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Trick* 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com 

plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Givinf 
complete instructions for writing letters to, ladies on all sublets; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. IIOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful UtL* 
book, tilling you how to writ.) to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any 
body you wish to write to. Every young man and ewi_- voun* 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 74. IIOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY —Cos 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject. 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letter*, 
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THE STAGE. 

OA„v .>ri?E Ut>YS OF new YORK END MEN’S JoKE 
Bi 1 K. Lon.ammg a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
T'ost '“moaf Vn.^, Aue?' r^0 amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 
,, No 42. THE BOYS OP NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.— 

\.onr aiming a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
*r. . Irish. Also end men s jokes, Just the thing for home amuse¬ 
ment and amateur shows. 

ivn &v^B^Yl0FfvEW r0RK MINSTREL GUIDE AM) JOKh dWK. Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
sanizmg an amateur minstrel troupe. 
. j-'*0: *vj* Ml LDOON S JOKES.—This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc.4 of 
Terrence Muidoon. the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the uay. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. *9. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com¬ 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 

. , . , „ . - - - -Containing the lat 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing 

?ull instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
Sowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub¬ 
lished. 

No. SO. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
cooks? 

No. 3". HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach'you how to. 
make almost auything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds, 

E L E CT R! C A L» 
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY,—A de¬ 

scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
stc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il¬ 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con¬ 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry 

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi¬ 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW7 TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations,'etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. „ 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—-A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. . . 

No. 36. HOW7 TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and Witty sayings. . 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and manv other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun¬ 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

* ETIQUETTE. 
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It 

is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There’s happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette 
ociety and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
d good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 

the drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
~ r:ing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 

_ J*reach dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
"*."tb many standard readings. 

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME. A SPEAKER. -Containing foiv« 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to becom- 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mo#£ 
simple and concise manner possible. 

No. 49. TIOW TO DEBATE.-—Giving rules for conducting 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the bes® 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 

SOCIETY. 
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation ar% 

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods o£ 
handkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con¬ 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which in 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc¬ 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love, 
courtship aud marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen¬ 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in th*?' 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tha 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of th* 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this bov-fc 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 
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BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated an* 

containing full instructions for the management and training of tha 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus¬ 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinfcr 
On how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and bird*. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harringion 
Kggiig 

No.* 50. HOW TO STUFF- BIRDS AND ANIMALS—& 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com; 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving 'a! 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ‘a re¬ 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and- in¬ 

structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry ; also e& 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and d\ 
rections for making firewrorks, colored fires, and gas balloons, T-Cr 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book ie*? 
making all kinds of candv, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc. 

No. 84. HOW TO BECOME AN’ AUTHOR—Containing full 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and th?. 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing, 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 

’Was. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A woa 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in th* 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
family. Abounding in useful aud effective recipes for general com¬ 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Cou 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which lie lays down some valuable 
and sensible jafles for beginners, and also relates some adventurer 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain¬ 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance 
course of Study, Examinations. Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Gfiard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens. author 
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete m- 
structions of how to gain admission to# the Annapolis Nav» I 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a bo* 
should know to become an officer in the United States*Navv Com- 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to BedOma 
West Point Military Cadet.” *>ecam® * 

CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS. PRICE 10 
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 



A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketches, etc., of Western Life. 

32 PAGES. PRICE 5 CENTS. 32 PAGES. 
EACH NUMBER IN A HANDSOME COLORED COVER. 

All of these exciting stories are founded on facts. Young Wild West is a hero with whom the author was acquainted. 
His daring deeds and thrilling adventures have never been surpassed. They form the base of the most dashing stories 
ever published. Read the following numbers of this most interesting magazine and be convinced: 

LATEST ISSUES: 

125 Young Wild West’s Winning Streak; or, A Straight Trail to 
Tombstone. 

126 Young Wild West’s Lightning Lariat; or, Arietta and the Road 
Agents. 

127 Young Wild West’s Red-Hot Ride ; or, Tursued by Comanches. 
128 Young Wild West and the Blazed Trail ; or, Arietta as a Scout. 
129 Young Wild West’s Four of a Kind'; or, A Curious Combination. 
130 Young Wild West Caught by the Crooks; or. Arietta on Hand. 
131 Young Wild West and the Ten Terrors; or, The Doom of Dashing 

Dan. 
132 Young Wild West’s Barrel of “Dust” ; or, Arietta's Chance Shot. 
133 Young Wild West's Triple Claim; or, Simple Sam, the “Sun¬ 

downer.” 
134 Young Wild West’s Curious Compact; or. Arietta as an Avenger. 
135 Young Wild West's Wampum Belt; or, Under the Ban of the Utes. 
136 Young Wild West and the Rio Grande Rustlers; or, The Branding 

at Buckhorn Ranch. 
137 Young Wild West and the Line League; or, Arietta Among the 

Smugglers. 
138 Young Wild West’s Silver Spurs: or, Fun at Fairplay Fair. 
139 Young Wild West Among the Blackfeet; or, Arietta as a Sorceress. 
140 Young Wild West on the Yellowstone; or, The Secret of the 

Hidden Cave. 
141 Young Wild West’s Deadly Aim ; or, Arietta's Greatest Danger. 
142 Young Wild West at the “Jumping Off” Place; or, The Worst 

Camp in the West. 
143 Young Wild West and the “Mixed-Up” Mine ; or. Arietta a Winner. 
144 Young Wild West’s Hundred Mile Race ; or, Beating a Big Bunch. 
145 Young Wild West Daring the Danites; or, The Search for a 

Missing Girl. 
146 Young Wild West’s Lively Time; or, The Dandy Duck of the 

Diggings. 
147 Young Wild West at Hold-Up Canyon ; or, Arietta's Great Victory. 
148 Young Wild West’s Square Deal; or, Making the “Bad” Men 

Good. 
149 Young Wild West Cowing the Cowboys; or, Arietta and the 

Prairie Fire. 
150 Young Wild West and Navajo Ned; or, The Hunt for the Half- 

Breed Hermit. 
151 Young Wild West's Virgin Vein ; or, Arietta and the Cave-in. 
152 Young Wild West's Cowboy Champions; or, The Trip to Kansas 

City. 
153 Young Wild West's Even Chance; or. Arietta’s Presence of Mind. 
154 Young Wild West and the Flattened Bullet; or, The Man Who 

Would not Drop. 
155 Young Wild West’s Gold Game ; or, Arietta’s Full Hand. 
156 Young Wrild West's Cowboy Scrimmage ; or, Cooking a Crowd of 

Crooks. 
157 Young Wild West and the Arizona Athlete; or, The Duel that 

t Lasted a Week. 
158 Young Wild West and the Kansas Cowboys ; or, Arietta’s Clean 

Score. 
159 Young Wild West Doubling His Luck ; or, The Mine that Made a 

Million. 
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Young Wild West and the Loop of Death; or, Arietta's Gold 

Young Wild West at Boiling Butte; or, Hop Wab and the High¬ 

Young Wild West Paying the Pawnees; or, Arietta Held for 

Young Wild West’s Shooting Match; or, The “Show-Down” at 
Shasta. . , ^ ^ 

Young Wild West at Death Divide; or, Arietta s Great Fight. 
Young Wild West and the Scarlet Seven; or, Arietta s Daring 

T pq n 

Young Wild West’s Mirror Shot ; or, Rattling the Renegades. 
Young Wild West and the Greaser Gang : or. Arietta as a Spy. 
Young Wild West losing a Million ; or, How Arietta Helped Him 

Out. 
Young Wild West and the Railroad Robbers ; or, Lively Work in 

Utah. 
Young Wild Wrest Corraling the Cow-Punchers; or, Arietta’s Swim 

for Life. 
Young Wild West “Facing the Music” ; or, The Mistake the Lynch¬ 

ers Made. 
Young Wild West and “Montana Mose” ; or, Arietta’s Messenger 

of Death. 
Young Wild West at Grizzly Gulch ; or, The Shot that Saved the 

Camp. 
Young Wild West on the Warpath ; or, Arietta Among the Ara- 

pahoei. 
Young Wild West and “Nebraska Nick" ; or, The Cattle Thieves 

of the Platte. 
Y*oung Wild West and the Magic Mine; or, How Arietta Solved a. 

Mystery. 
Young Wild West as a Cavalry Scout; or, Saving the Settlers. 
Young Wild West Beating the Bandits: or. Arietta's Best Shot. 
Young Wild West and “Crazy Hawk" ; or, The Redskins' Last 

Raid. 
Young Wild West Chasing the Cowboys; o» Arietta the Lariat 

Queen. 
Young Wild West and the Treacherous Trapper; or. Lost in the Great 

North Woods. 
Young Wild West's Dash to Deadwood; or, Arietta and the 

Kidnappers. 
Young WiJd West's Silver Scoop; or, Cleaning Up a Hundred 

Thousand. 
Y’oung Wild West and the Oregon Outlaws; or, Arietta as a 

“Judge.” 
Young Wild West and “Mexican Matt”; or. Routing the Rawhide 

Rangers. 
Young Wild West'and the Comanche Queen; or. Arietta as an Archer. 
Young Wild West and the "Gold Ring”; or, The Flashy Five of Four 

Flush. 
Young Wild West’s Double Rescue; or. Arietta’s Race with Death. 
Young Wild W est and the Texas Rangers; or, Crooked Work on the 

Rio Grande. 

Young "Wild \\ est s Branding Bee; or. Arietta and the Cow Punchers. 
Young Wild 'West and his Partner’s Pile, and How Arietta Saved It. 
Young Wild \V est at Diamond Dip; or, Arietta’s Secret Foe. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 
. _V___•____ 

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 
of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
In the following Order Blank and send it to ns with the price of the books you want and we will send them to vou bv re¬ 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 
Dear Sir—Enclosed find.cents for which please send me: 

-copies of WOKK AND WIN, Nos.. i. 
t( u WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos. 
tt tt FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos. 
tt It WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos. 
tt it THE LIBERTY BOYS OF ’76. Nos. 
it it BLT70K AND LUCK. Nos.;. 
tt x it SECRET SERVICE. Nos. 
it it Ten-Cent Hand Pooks. Nos. 
....Street and No.Town.State 
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ROBERT H. SMELTZER 

3432 N. BODINE ST., 

PHILADELPHIA, - PA. 
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SECRET SE 
OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, 

RVICE 
DETECTIVES. 

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY 
348 The Bradys at Big Boom City; or, Out for the Oiegon Land 

LATEST ISSUES: 
314 The Bradys and “Bullion Bill” ; or, The Mystery of Mill No. 13. 
315 The Bradys in Joliet; or, The Strange Case of Jeweler James; 
316 The Bradys and "Roaring Rube” ; or, Rounding up the “Terror” 

of Ten Mile Creek. 
317 The Bradys and the Boss of Broad Street; or, The Case of the 

“King of the Curb.” 
318 The Bradys Desert Trail ; or, Lost on the Deadman s Run. ■ t 
319 The Bradys and the Opium Syndicate; or, After the “Marquis 

of Mott Street. 
320 The Bradys and “General Jinks” ; or, After the Cara Crooks of 

the “Katy Flyer.” 
321 The Bradys and the Man With the Barrel ; or, Working for the 

Prince of Wall Street. 
322 The Bradys and “Bedrock Bill” ; or, The “Deadmen” from Dead- 

wood. 
323 The Bradys and the “King” of Chicago; or, The Man Who Cor¬ 

nered Corn. 
324 The Bradys and Admiral Brown ; or, Working for the United 

States Navy. 
325 The Bradys and “Madame Millions”; or, The Case of the Wall 

Street Queen. 
326 The Bradys and the “Prince” of Pekin ; or, Called on a Chinese 

Clew. 
327 The Bradys Facing Death ; or. Trapped by a Clever Woman. 
328 The Bradys’ Rio Grande Raid : or, Hot Work at Badman's Bend. 
329 The Bradys' Madhouse Mystery ; or, The Search for Madame Mont- 

ford. 
330 The Bradys and the Swamp Rats; or, After the Georgia Moon- 

- shiners. 
331 The Bradys and “Handsome Hal” ; or, Duping the Duke of Da- 

kota. , ,, „ 
332 The Bradys and the Mad Financier ; or, Trailing the “Terror of 

Wall Street. 
333 The Bradys and the Joplin Jays; or, Three “Badmen ’ from 

Missouri. , „ ,. 
334 The Bradys and Capt. Klondike ; or, The Man from the North 

Pole. 
335 The Bradys and the Wall Street Club ; or, Three Lost “Lambs.” 
336 The Bradys’ Lightning Raid ; or, Chased Through the Hole in 

tne Wall. 
337 The Bradys and the Hip Sing Ling; or, After the Chinese tree 

Masons. 
338 The Bradys’ Diamond Syndicate ; or, The Case of the “Marquis” 

of Wall Street. ^ ^ 
339 The Bradys and the Seven Masks; or, Strange Doings at the 

Doctors’ Club. ^ 
340 The Bradys and the President’s Special ; or, The riot of the 

1—2—3. 
341 The Bradys and the Russian Duke ; or, The Case of the Woman 

From Wall Street. 
342 The Bradys and the Money Makers ; or, After the “Queen of the 

Queer.” 
343 The Bradys and the Butte Boys; or, The Trail of the Ten “Ter¬ 

rors.” 
344 The Bradys and the Wall Street “Widow” ; or, The Flurry in 

F. F. V. 
345 The Bradys’ Chinese Mystery : or, Called by the “King” of Mott 

Street. 
346 The Bradys and “Brazos Bill” ; or, Hot Work on the Texas Bor¬ 

der. 
347 The Bradys and Broker Black ; or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall 

Street. 

as Lost 

349 The^Bradys and Corporal Tim; or. The Mystery of the lort. 
350 The Bradys' Banner Raid; or, The White Boys of Whirlwind 

( 1 III II 

351 The Bradys and the Safe Blowers ; or, Chasing the King of the 
Yeggmen. 

352 The Bradys at Gold Lake; or, Solving a Klondike Mystery. 
353 The Bradys and “Dr. Doo-Da-Day” ; or, The Man W ho ws 

on Mott Street. 
354 The Bradys’ Tombstone “Terror” ; or, After the Arizona Mine 

Wreckers. , , 
355 The Bradys and the Witch Doctor; or, Mysterious Work in New 

Orleans. 
356 The Bradys and Alderman Brown; or, After the Grafters of 

Greenville. 
357 The Bradys in “Little Pekin” ; or, The Case of the Chinese Gold 

King. 
358 The Bradys and the Boston Special ; or, The Man W ho was Miss¬ 

ing from Wall Street. 
359 The Bradys and the Death Club ; or, The Secret Band of Seven. 
360 The Bradys’ Chinese Raid ; or, After the Man-Hunters of Mon¬ 

tana. 
361 The Bradys and the Bankers’ League ; or, Dark Doings in Wall 

Street. 
362 The Bradys’ Call to Goldfields; or, Downing the "Knights of 

Nevada.” 
363 The Bradys and the Pit of Death ; or, Trapped by a Fiend. 
364 The Bradys and the Boston Broker ; or, The Man Who Woke up 

Wall Street. 
365 The Bradys Sent to Sing Sing ; or, After the Prison Plotters. 
366 The Bradys and the Grain Crooks ; or, After the “King of Corn.” 
367 The Bradys’ Ten Trails ; or, After the Colorado Cattle Th;eves. 
368 The Bradys in a Madhouse; or, The Mystery of Dr. Darke. 
369 The Bradys and the Chinese “Come-Ons” ; or, Dark Doings in 

Doyers Street. 
370 The Bradys and the Insurance Crooks; or, Trapping A Wall Street 

Gang. 
371 The Bradys and the Seven Students ; or, The Mystery of a Medical 

College. 
372 The Bradys and Governor Gum; or, Hunting the King of the 

Highbinders. 
373 The Bradys and the Mine Fakirs ; or, Doing a Turn in Tombstone. 
3 7 4 The Bradys in Canada; or. Hunting a Wall Street “Wonder.” 
375 The Bradys and the Highbinders’ League ; or, The Plot to Burn 

Chinatown. 
376 The Bradys’ Lost Claim ; or. The Mystery of Kill Buck Canvon. 
377 The Bradys and the Broker’s Double ; or, Trapping a Wall Street 

Trickster. 
378 The Bradys at Hudson’s Bay ; or. The Search for a Lost Explorer 
379 The Bradys and the Kansas “Come-Ons” ; or. Hot Work on a 

Green Goods Case. 
380 The Bradys’ Ten-Trunk Mystery; or, Working for the Wabash 

Road. 
381 The Bradys and Dr. Ding; or, Dealing With a Chinese Magician. 
382 The Bradys and “Old King Copper” ; or, Probing a Wall Street 

Mystery. 

5 ?i ? Jlra<]ys and the “Twenty Terrors”; or. After the Grasshopper Gang. 
3 84 The Bradys and Towerman “10”; or. The Fate of the Comet, Flyer 
385 The Bradys and Judge Jump; or, The “Badman” From Up the* River 

St® Rrad/8 an a UT1nY Hi-Ti-Li; or. The Trail of the Fakir of ’Frisco.' 
4Fe Rraa ys a,,£..^d^ian*?in ;,?r’ Hunting the Hermit of Hangtown. Ill ?£e5raay8ana OidManMoney ’; or Hustling for Wall Street Millions. Ill K Brady sand the Green Lady; or. The Mystery of the .Madhouse. 

39 0 lhe Bradys Stock Yards Mystery; or, A Queer Case from Chicago. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 
of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to vmi hv 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 
Dear Sir—Enclosed find.cents for which please send me: 

... .copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos. 

.... “ “ WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos. 

.... “ “ WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos. 

.... “ “ THE LIBERTY BOYS OF ’76, Nos. 

.... “ “ PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos....,. 
- “ “ SECRET SERVICE. Nos.*. 
.... “ “ FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 
• ... “ “ Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos. 
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